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A pleaſant conceired Come- 


die, wiercin is ſhewed, how a man 


» may chooſe agood VV ite 
from a badde, 


Entcy as vpon the Exchange, young /taiſter 
Arthur,and Maiſter Luſam, 


Arthur, 

on aS=il T cl] you true Sir, but to cuery man 
1k I vould not be ſo lauiſh of my ſpcech, 
Onely to you my deartand privaic friend, 
j/Although my wife in cucry cyc, be held. 
COOUSSSE Ot beauty and of grace lufficicnr, 
Of hoacſt birth and good behauiour, 
Ablc to winne the trongett thoughts ro Fer ; 
Yetin iny minde, I hold her the molt hated, 
Andloatlicd obic, that the world can yeeld, 

Lu{. ©: M, Arthur, beare a better thought, 
Ofyour chaſte wi'e whole modeſty hath won, 
The good opinion aud report of all. 
By heaueo you wrong ber beauty, ſhE15 faire, 

Ar. Notin mine eye, 

La, O, youare clv'cd with dainties M. Arthrr, 
And roo much iwcern-fle glutted hath your taſte 
And makcs you loath them : at the firſt, 
You did admirc her beautic, priſdcher face, 
\V cre proud to haue her tollow at your heels 
Throuyb the broay ſtreets, when all cenfuring tongs, 
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Found them ſelues buſicd,as ſhee paſs'd along, 
To cxtoli h:c1n the hearing of you both: 

Tell mee 1 pray you, and diſlcmblenor, 

Haue you not in the time of your firſt lou, 
Hug'd ſuch new popular and vulgar talke, 
And glonkic till, toſfec her braucly deck'd? 
But now a kind ot loathing bath quite chang, de 
Y o1:c ſhape 0: louc, into a torme of hates 

But on what reaſon ground you this hate? 

Art. My tcalon is my Minde; my ground my VV ill : 
I will aot louc her : It you aske mee why 
I cannot loue her? let thataniwere you. 

Ln. Be tudge all cycs, ber Face deſcrues it not : 
Tin on what roote growcs this high branch of hate ? 
Is ſhcenot loyall,conttant, louing, chaſt, 
Obcdient,aptto pleaſe 5loth to diſplcaſe, 

Carefull to liuc, charic of her good name, 
And iclous of your reputation ? 
Is ſhee not vertuous, wile, religious? 
How fhould you wrong her to devy all this? 
Good M. cArther, kt mecargue with you. 
They walke and tale, 
£ E wltr walking and talking, M, Laſelem, 
and cMaiſter Fuller, | 

Ful, Oh M. <Anſglem\growne a louer? fie, 

VV hat might ſhee bee, on whom yorr hopes relic? 

An. W nat tovles they are that ſceme molt wite in loue, 
How wile they are,hacare but fooles in louc : | 
Betore I was a louer, I had rcaſon 
To tudge ot matters, cenfare of ail ſorces : 

Nay, t had witte tocall a louct Foole, 
And looke 1nto his foilic with bright cyes ; 
But now intrudiog Loucdwels 11 my braine, 


And 
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And frantickly bath ſhouldred Reaſon thence : 
I am not old, and yet alas I doate: 

] hauc not loſt my fight, and yer am blinde : 
No bondmao, yet hauc loſt my liberrie : 

No naturall Foole,and yet I want my witte. 
VV hat am ] then ? let mee define my elte; 

A doatcr young, a blind man that can fee : 

A wittic Foole, a Bond. man thatis tree. 

Ful. Good agcd youth, blind iccr, and wile foole, 
Loſec your free bondes,and ſet your thoughtes to tchoole, 
Enter old cM. Arthur,andold CM. Liſam. 

Old Ar. Tis told mee M. Luſarr, that my ſonne 
And your chaſt daughter, whom we marcht togeather, 
V ranzle an fall at oddes,and brawle,and chide, 
0/d Ls. Nay I thiukefo, [| neuer lookt tor terter. 
This tis co marry Children when they are young, 
I ſay as much at firſt, that ſuch young brats, 
W ould gree togeather, cuen like Dogs and Cats, 
Old Av. Nay pray you M, Lnſam, ſay not fo, 
There was great hope, though they were matchit but yoog, 
Their vertues would have made them ftmpathile, 
And liue togeather hike two quiet Saintes, 
0:4 Lu, You ſay truc,there was great hope indeed 
They would hauc liu'd like Saints ; but whct's the fauir? 
01d Ar. It fame betruc, the moſt fault's wn my lonne, 
Old Lu. Youſay true M. Arthur, tis lo ivdeed, 
01d Ar. Nay lir, I doenot altogcatÞcr exculc 
Your Daugnter,mavy lay the blame on her. 
Old Lu, Ha, fav you fo; bythmaſlc bke enough, 
For trem her chi!dhood ſhe hath been a ſhrew. 
Old Ar. Aſbrew,you wrong her,al the towne admirs h*t 
or mildneſſe,chaſtueſle, and humihitie, 
01d Lu, Forc God you lay well, ſhee is lo indeed, 
A 3 The 
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The Citie doth ad.nirc-her tor theſe Vertues, 
01d Ar. O lic, yo.1prayle your Child too palpadly : 
Shees milde and chaſt; but nor aImir'd ſo much. 
0/4 Ln. 1,fo [fay; L did not meane adimir'd, 
Ol Ar. Yes ita mando well conſt ter her, 
Your daughter is the wonder of het (cxc. 
0/d Lu. Are you aduiſde ofthat, [ cannct tell 
W hart tis you call the wonder of her {exe, 
Butſhe 1s, is (he, [ indeed ſhe is. 
01 Ar. Whatis ſhe? 
O14 Lu, Even whatyou will, you know beſt what ſhe 
Anſclme. Yoa is herhuſband, let vs icaue this walke, (tt 
How full arc bad thoughts of ſuſpition, 
I louc, bur loath my ſclfc for loutag (o, 
Yet cannot chang my diſpoſition. 
Fuller, Medice cara teipſum. 
Anſe, Hei mihi qurd nalis amor eft medicabilis herbis, 
YT oung Ar. All your perſwaſions arc too eticft, 
Neuec allege her virtues, nor ker beauty, 
My ſctled yukindaeſle hath begott 
A reſolution to be ynkind ſtil]. 
My rangiog pleaſures loue varietic, 
Tomz Lu. Oh too vnkind vnto fo kinde a witc, 
Too yertulefle to one fo yertaous, 
Andtoo vacha't yntoſo cha{t a Matcon, 
Young Ar. But (ofc ſir, ſee where my two Fathers arc 
Buſily ralkiog, let vs ſhrinke aſide, 
For it they {ce megthey are beat to chide. 
E Xcunt., 
Ol Ar. {thinke ith to por Rraight to the hoale, 
And make them frien.js againe : what thinke you fir ? 
Old Lu, Tthinke lo too, 


01d Ar, Now l remember :00,that's not ſo good, 
| Foz 
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For diuers reaſons I thinke beſt ſtay here, 
And leaue them ro their wrangling, what thinke you? 

Old Lu, Ithinke ſo too, 

Old Ar. Nay we will goc, that's certaine, 

Otd Lu. 1, tis beft,tis beſt in footh:thers no waybut to go 

Old Ar. Yetif our going ſhovid breed more ynreſt, 
More diſcord,more diflention, more debate, 

More wravghng where thete 1s cnough alrcady, 
Twete berter ſtay then go, 

0d Ln, Force Godtistruc, 
Our going may perbaps breed more debate, 
And then we may too late wiſh we had ſtaid : 
And therefore it you will be ral'd by me, 
Wc will not go, thats flat: Nay if we louc 
Our credits, or our quiets, Jets not go, 

Old Ar. Butit we lovetheiy credits, ortheir quicts, we 
And reconcile themto their former loue : (muſt goe 
W here therc i3 ſtriterwixt man and witc tis hell, 

And mutuall lJoue may be compar'd to heauen ; 
For thentheir ſouls and ſpirits ate at peace, 

Come M. LZu/am, now tis dinner time, 

VV hen we haue dind, the firſt worke wee'le make, 
Isto decide their iarres for pitic ſake. 

Old Lu, Welltare a good heart, yet are you adujide, 
Goc, ſayd you M. Arthur? I will runne, 

Toend theſc broylcs that diſcord hath begun, 
Exeunt, 
Enter Miſtris Arthur, and her man Pipkis. 

Ai. Ar, Comehither Pipkin, how chance thou treadſt ſo 

P:p. For tcare of breakipg Miſtreſle (toftly 

Aj. Ar. Art thou atraid of breaking, how ſo? 

Pip, Can you blame mc Miſttis, I am crackt alreadie, 
AM :f1,Crackt Prpkin, how? hathany crackt your Crowne? 

Pip. No 
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Pip. No Miltris,l thanke God my crowne is currantzbur, 

M1. Ar. Bat, What? 

Pip. The Mayde gauc mee not my ſupper yeſternight,ſ. 
that indeed my belly wamblcd,and ſtanding neare the great 
yea-cole fire inthe Hall, and nor being full, on the iodaine [ 
cracktzan:l you know Miftris,a Pipkin is ſoone broken. 

Af. Ar. Sirra, runne tothe Exchange,ard it youthcre 
Can find my husband,pray him to come home: 

Teil tim, [ will not catea bit of breadg 
Voull i lee hum : prethee Pipkiy runne. 

Pry. Bur-Lady Miltris, 1t I ſhould tell himfo, it may be 
hee would not come, were it for no other cauſe but to ſaue 
charges3 Ile rather tell him, if hee come not quickly, you 
will cate vpaliche Meatc inthe houle : and they if he be of 
my ſtomacke, he will runne eucry ioot,and makethe more 
haſte rodinner, 

Miſ. Ar, Ighou mayſt ieſt, my heart is not ſo light, 

It can diſgeſt the leaſt concert of toy; 
Intrcathim faircly,though | chinke he loues 
A'l places worſe that he beholdes mein. 

V lt thou begone ? | 

Pip. Whither Miſtris, to tht Change? 

M1. Ar. Trothe Change, 

Pip, I will Miſtcis, hoping my M. will goe fo of. to the 
Change, that at length he will change his minde, and yſe 
you more kindly , Oh it were braue, if my Maiſter could 
meetc with a Marchant of ili ventures to bargaine with him 
for his bad conditions, and hee fell them outright, you 
{ſhould hauc a quicter heart, and weall aquieter houſe: bur 
hoping Miltrts you will paſſe oner all thee iarres and ſqua- 
bles 1n good health, as my Maiſlter was at the makeing 
hereof, I commit you, 


M1). Ar. Make baſtc againe I prethec,till I ſec him, 
My 
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My heart will neuer be at reſt within mc : 
My huſband hath of late fo much eſtrangde 
His wordes, his deedes, his hcart from mic, 
That I can (eldome haue his company : 
And cuen that ſeldome, with ſuch <1ſcontent, 
Such frownes. ſuch chidings, ſuch impatience. 
That did not truth and yertue arme my thoughts, 
They would confound me with diſpaire and hate, 
And make me runne into extreamiries. 
Had I dcleri'd the leaſt bad looke from him, 
] ſhould account my ſelte too bad toliue: 
Put honoring him 11 louc and chaſtuy, 
All wdgements cenſure frecly of my wongs, 


Enter yong Arthur, Maifler Luſam,Piphin, 


Yong. As. Pipkin, what ſayd ſhe when ſhe (ent for me? 
Pip. Fayth Matter ſhe ſayd little, but ſhe thought more, 
For ſhe was very mclanchoily. 
Yon. Ar. Did Inorttcll you ſhe was mclancholly 
For nothing elſc but that ſke ſent for me, 
And fcaring I would come to dine with her. 
Tory. Lu. O you miſtake her, cucn ypon my ſoule 
I durſt atiirme you wrong her chaſlity, 
Scce where ſhe doth attend your comming home. 
Af. Ar, Come Maiſter .47thur, ſhall we into dinner ? 
gSirra, begone and ce ic ſetued in. 
Tony. Lu. VV ill you not ſpeake ynto her? 
Ton, Ar. NonotT, will you goe in fir? 
Miſ. Ar. Netſpcake ro me, not once looke towards me? 
Ttis ny duty ro begin | know, 
And | will breake this ice ot curtichie; 
You are welcome home fir, 
Ton Av. Maike Maiiter £oſary, if ſhe mocke me nots 
B, x OW 
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You are welcome home fir: am T well come home? 
Good tayth I care notif I beor no. | 

Top Ln, Thus you miſconſter all things M, Arther, 
Looke itherccue loue melt not into teares, 

To# Ar, She weepes, but why ? that I am come ſo ſoone 
To hin.ier her of fome appointed gueſts, » 
That ia my ablence reue]s in my houſe : 

Re weepes, to lce me in her company ; 

And were I abſent, ſhe would laugh with ioy : 
She weepes, to make me weary of the houſe ? 
Knowing my heart cannot away with greefe, 

Mi.Ar.Knew I that mirth would make you lone my bed 
I would cnforce my heart to be more merry. 

Tox Ar, Do you not here? ſhee would inforce her heart 
All mirth is forc'd, that ſhe can make with me. 

Ton Lu, O mis-conceit, how bitter is thy taſte 
Syweet M. Arthur, miſtres Arthur too, 
Let mc intreatc you, reconcile theſe 1arres, 
Qdious ro heauci, and moſt abhord of mcn. 

Miſ Ar. You area ſtranger fir, but by your words, 
You doc appcare an honeſt Gentleman : 
I: you protcfie to be my husbands iriend, 
Pecli't tn thele perſwaſto75, and be tudge, 
VV ithall indificrence, in theſe diſcontents. 
Sweete husbai 1, it I be not faire enough, 
To plcaſc your eyc, range where you iſt abroad, 
Gacly act conming home, (peake me but faire : 
It you delight ro change, change when you pleaſe, 
So ihat you will not change your love to me : 
It you dzlightto lee me drudge and toyle, 
I!: dz your druige, becauſe rs your delight: 
#7 if you thinks {mne yn worthy of the lame 
Of yout chatte wife, [ will become your waide, - 
Your 
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You: {11ue, your {cruant, any thing you will, 
If tor that name of ſeruant, and of flaue, 
You will but {mile vpan menow andtien : 
Or if, as I well thinke you cannot loue me, 
Louc where you liſt, onely but ſay you loue me : 
Ile feede on ſhadowes, let the ſubſtance goc: 
Will youdeny me ſuch a (mall requeſt? 
VV hat, will you neither loue nor flatter me ? 
O chcn, I ſee your hatc here doth but wound me, 
And with that hate,it is your frownes contound me, 

Top Lu, \W onder of women: why hark you M, Arthur, 
W hat, is your wife a woman or a Saint ? 
A wife, or ſome bright Angel Come from heauen? 
Arc you not mou'd at this !trange ipeQacle ? 
T his day | hauc beheld a miracle, 
VhenT attempt this ſacred nupriall lite, 
I beg of heauen to finde me ſuch a wite, 

Tong Ar, Ba, ha, a miracle, a Prodigy, 
Tolſec a woman weepe, is as much pitrie 
As to ſee Foxcs dig'd out of their holes : 
It thou wilt pleaſure me, let mee fee thee leſle, 
Grecue much : they ſay gricfe often ſhortens life 
Come not ro nezre me till I call thee wife: 
AndG that will be but ſcliome : I willtclithee 
How thou ſhalt winne my heart; die {odaincly, 
And llc become aluſty widdower : 
1hclonger thy lite laſts, che more my hate, 
And loathing ſtill increalerh towards thee : 
VV hen [ come home and finde thee cold as carth, 
Then will I loue thee. Thus thou know'it my mind. 
Come M. Luſam,let vs iatodine, Exens.t, 

Yong Li. O fir, you to much affe& this cuill 
Poorelſaint, why wert thou yoakt thus with adiucll. Ex. 
D 3c. Miſe Ar. 
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Miſ.Ar. Tithou wilt win my heart, dic ſodaincly, 
Burt that my foule was bought at ſuch a rate, 
Atſuch a high price as my Sauijours bloud, 
I would not ſticke toloolc it with a ſtab, 
Bur vertuc baniſh all ſuch fantaſtes, 
He 1s my huſoand, and [ Jouc him well, 
Nextco my owne {oules health [ render him, 
And would gine all the pleaſures of the world 
To duy his louc, if I might parchaſe ir, 
Tletf llow him, and like a feruant wait, 


And [triue by all meanes to preuent his hate. - Exit. 


Enter old _Arthar, and ol4 Luſam 

Old Ar. This is my ſonnes houle, were tt beſt go in ? 
How {ay you maiſter Luſam? 

014 Lu. How, goc in? how ſay you fir ? 

Old Ar, liay ts beſt, | 

Old Luf, 1 fir, fay you ſo? ſo ſay Itoo. 

0:4 Ar. Nay, nay, tis not beſt, {le tell you why, 
Happly the fire of hate is quite excin, 
From the dead embers, now to rake them vp, | 
Should the leaſt ſparke of diſcontent appeare, 
To make the flame of hatred burne a treth, 
The heatc of this difſention might ſcorch vs, 
VW hich in his owne cold aſhes [mothered vp, 
May &ic in alence, and reuiue no more, 
And thereforetell me, isit beſt or no ? 

O14 Laſ How lay you ltr ? 

od Ar. I lay ir15not belt, 

014 Luſ. Maſle you fay well fir, and ſo lay I too. 

01a Ar, But ſhall we looſe our labour to come hither, 
And without f1zht of our ewochildren 
Go backe agate: nay, we will in, that's ſure. 

{d Lu, Inquotha, do you make a doubt of that, 


Shall 
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Shall we come thus farre, and in ſuch poſt haſt, 
And hauec our children here, and both within, 
And not behold them ere our backe returne, 
It were vnfriendly, and ynfatherly ? 
Come M, Arthur, pray you follow mc. 

01d Ar, Nay buthatk you|fir, will you not knock ? 

014d Ly, Iſt beſt to knocke? 

Old Ar. 1, knocke in any caſc. 

01d Lu, Twas well you put itin minde to knock? 
T had forgotten it elſe, I promiſe you. 

01d Ar. Tuſk,ift not my ſonnes & your daughters door, 
And ſhal we two ſtand knocking ? Lead the way, 

Old Lu. Knock atourchildrens doores, that werea iclt, ' 
Arc we ſuch foolcs to make our ſelues fo ſtraoge, 
Wi here we ſhould till be boldeſt ? In for ſhamc, 
VV c will nor ſtand ypon ſuch ceremonies, Exeunt 

Evter Anſelme and Fuller. 

Fail, Speake in what kew firdo you find your heart, 
Now thou haſt ſlept alittle on thy louc, 

Aznſ, Like one that ſtriues to ſhunalitle plaſh 
Ot ſhallow water, and auoiding it, 
Plunges into a river paſt his depth, 
Like one that trom a {mall ſparke ſteps aſide, 
And fals in headlong to a greater flame. 

Ful, But in ſuch fires ſcorch not thy {clfe for ſhame : 
It ſhe be fire, thou art ſo farre irom burning, 
Thar thou halt ſcarſe yet warrme thee at her face : 
Bur liſt ro me, [lc turne thy heart from loue, 
And make theeloath all of the feminine ſexc. 
They that hauc knowne me, knew mc once of name 
Tobea perict wencher, I hauetricd 
All ſorts, all ics, all ſtates, and find them ſtill 
Inconſtant, fickle, alwaycs variable. 
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Attend me man, I will preſcribe a method, 
How thou ſhalt win her withour all peraduenture, 
Anſ. That would Þ glaily heate, 
Fal, ] was once like thee, 
Adſizher, melancholic, humoriit, 
Croſlec ot armes, a gocr without garters, 
A hac-baud hater, and a buske point wearer, 
One that did vſe much bracelets, made of haire, 
Rings an my fingers, Iewels in mine ares : 
And now and then a wenchcs Carkanct, 
T hat had two lecters tor her name in pearle3 
Scarfs, Garters, Bands, wrought VV aſtcoats, gold, ſtitcht 
A thoulazd of theſe temale fooleries, (Caps, 
But whea I laokc into the glaſle of reaion,, ſtraitT began 
To loath that femall braucric,and hence foorth, 
Study to cry peccani tothe world, 
Anſ. I pray youto your former argum*nr, 
Preſcribe a mcanes to win my beſt belou'd, 
Ful, Furft be not baſbfull, bar all bluſbtong tricks, 
Be not too apiſh female, do not come 
With fooliſh Sonetsto preſent her with, - | 
\Vuhlegs, with curtſtes, congies, and {uch like, 
Nor with pen ſpeeches, er too farre fetcht ſ1ghcs,, | 
I bare {uch anticke quaint formality, 


Anaj. Oh but I cannot watch occaſion, 
Shee .iaſhes cuery protter with a frowne. 

Ful, Atrowae, a foole, thou afraid of trownes t 
Hc that will leauc occaſion tor a trowne, 
\Verc I (us tudge (all you his calc bemone) 
His doo: ſhould be, cucr to lic alone. 

Anal. Icannot chaſ:,but wacn a weach faies nay, 
Tortikeher achcr word, and lcaue my tute, 

Ful, Continuethat opinion, and be ſure, 


Todica virgin chalt, a maiden pure: 


It 
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It was may chance once in my wanton days, 
To court a wench: harke and ile tell thee how, 
I came vnto my Louc, and ſhe lookt coy, 
I ſpake ynto my Love, ſhe turnde aſide, 
I coucht my Loue, and gan with her to toy, 
Bur ſhe {ate mute for anger,or for pride, 
I ſtriu'd and kit my louc, ſhe cride away, 
Thou wouldfſt hauc lctt her thus, I made her ftay: 
I catcht my Louc, and wrung her by the hand, 
I cooke my loue, and ſec her on my knee, 
And puld her to me, O you ipoyle my band, 
You hurt me (ir, pray let me go quoth ſhe, 
Iam glad -Guorh I,that you hauc found your tongue, 
And itil] my Loue I by the finger wruog, 
I askt her if ſhe lou'd me ſhe layd no, 
I bad her ſweare : ſhe ſtraivht cals for a book. ' 
Nay then, thought I, tis time to ict her go, 
] caſde my knee, and from her caſt alooke, 
She leaues me wondring at theſe ſtrange affaires, 
Andlike a wind ſh: trips me vp the ſtaires, 
] lett the roome below, and yp 1 went 
Finding herthrowne vpon her wanton bed: 
I askt the cauſe of her ſad diſcontent ? 
Further ſhc lies, and making roome, ſhe ſed, 
Now ſwecting kifle mee, having time and place, 
So clings meto her with a {weet imbrace, 
Anſ, Iſt poflible, I had not thought till now; 
That women could diflemble. M, Fuller, 
Here dwels the ſacred miſtreſſe of my heart, 
Betore her dorc lle frame a frivolous walKke. 
And ſpying her,with her deuiſe ſomeralke, 
Enter as ont of the houſe, M. Arthur, cAiſtreſſe 45 thuy, vid 
Arthur, old Luſam 3 yong Luſam, Pipken and the re#, 
Ful, W hat ſtir is this? icts ftep but out the way, 


And heare the ytmolt what thee people fay, Re 
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0/4 Ar. Thou art a knaue, although thou bamy fanne, 
Hauc with care and trouble brought ehce vp, 
 Tobeaſtafte an) comfort to my age, 

A piller zo ſupport me, anda crutch 
Tolcancon in my ſecond infancy, 
And doſt thou vic me thus? T hou art a Knaye. 

Old La, A kaaue, I marry,andan arrant knaue : 
And firca by old maiſter Arthurs l:auc 
Though [ be weak and old, le prooucthee one, 

Tong Ar. Sirthough it be my tathers pleaſure thus 
To wrong me with aiſcorned name of knauc, 

I will not hauc you ſo familiar, 
Not ſo preſume vypon my patience, 

Old Lu. Speake M. Arthur, is he not a kanuet 

Old Ar, I ſay he1s a knane. 

Old Lu. Then ſofay TI, 

Tong Ar. My father may command my patience, 
Burt you far, that are but my father in law, 

Shall nor fo mocke my reputation: 
Sir, you ſhall find I aman honcit man, 

O14 Lu, An honeſt man. 

Tong Ar, 1 ſir, fol fay, 

01d Lu. Nay, it you ſay fo, Ilenot be againſt it; 
But fir you might haue vide my daughter berter, 
Theato haue bcate her, ſpurnd her, raild at her 
Betore our ftaccs. 

Old Ar. 1, therein fonne Arthur, 

Thou fhcwdeſt thy (clteno better then a knaue, 
old £4.1T marry did he, I will ftand co ut, 

To vie my honeſt daughter in ſuch fort, 

Hc ſkewed himiclfe ao better then a knaue, 
Tong Ar. I lay againc | aman honeR man, 

He wrongs mc that ſhall tay thegonrraty, 

0/4 Ls. I grant ſic that you arc an houch man, 

Nor 
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Nor will I ſay vnto the contrary. 
But wherefore doe you vie my daughter thus ? 
Can you accule her of vachaſtuy, 
Oflooſe demeanour, diſobcdicnce,or diſloyalty ? 
Speake, what can(t thou obeiK againſt my cdaughtec? 
01d Ar, Accuſe her, here ſhe ſtands, ſpit in her face, 
Ifſke be guilty inthe leaſt of theſe. 
Mif, Ar. O father, be more paticnt, if you wrong 
My honeſt husband, all the blame be mine, 
Becauſe you doc it onely tor my lake, 
I am his hand-maid, ſince itis his pleaſure 
To vic methus, I am content therewith, 
And beare his checkes and creflcs patiently. 
Yong Ar. It in minc owne houſe I can haue no place, 
Ile ſccke it elſe where, and frequent itlefle, 
Father I am now paſt onc and twenty yeares, 
I am paſt my mothers pampring, I ſuck nor. 
Nor am I dandled on my mothers knee: 
Then if you were my father twenty times, 
You ſhall not chuſe bur let me be my ſelfe, 
Do I come home ſo ſeldome, and that ſc}dome 
Aml thus baitcd : wife, remember this, 
Fathcr tarewell, and father in law adue : 
Your ſonne had rather faſt then feaſt with you, Fx. 
Old Ar, Well, goto wild-oars, (pend thrift, prodigall, 
I croſle thy name quite from my reckning booke: 
For theſe accounts, fayth it fhall ſcath thee ſore whar, 
I will notfay what, ſomewhat it ſhall be. 
Old Lu. And it ſhall ſcath him ſome what of my purſe, 
Anddaughter I willtake thee home againe, 
Since thus hee hates thy fellowſhip, 
Be tuch an eyc-ſore to his eye no more, 
I cell thee, thou no more ſhalttroublehim. 
M1. Ar. VY ill you diuorce whom God hath ticd togither 
C. Or 
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Oc breaxo tiat knot the ſacred hand of heauen, 
Made fait berwixt vs : Haue you neuer read 
WW hat a great curſe was laid ypon his head 
That breakes theholy band of mariage, 
Divo» fing busbands from their choien wines. 
Father I will not leaue my H7rihurto, .. 
Not all my friends can make mc prouc his toe. 
old Ar. I could fay ſomewhat ia my ſons repreofe. 
Old Luſ. Faith ſo could I. 
014 Ar. But till I mecte him, I will let it paſle, 
O14 Luſ. Faith ſo will I. 
0/q Ar. Daughter farewell, with weeping cycs I part, 
W itacſle theſe reares, thy gricfe ſits neere my heart, 
Old Lu. W cepes M, Arthur, nay then let me cry, 
Hts checkes ſhall not be wet, and mine be dry, Exemnnt, 
life. Ar, Fathers farewel!, ſpend not atcare for me, 
Bur for my husbands fake let theſe woes be, 
For when [ weeperi'snot for mine ovwne carc, 
But fearc, leſt folly brivg him to diſpaire. 
Tong Lu. Sweet Saint continue ſtil] this patience, 
For time will bring him to true perntrence, 
Mitror of virtuc ! thanks for my good cheare. 
A thouſand thanks, 
Ai. Ar. Itis lo much too deare : 
But you arc welco:nc for my huſbands ſake, 
His yrelſt ſhall hauc beſt welcome I can make, (mon, 
Ton Lu, Then mariage nothing '1nthe world mo! c com; - 
Nothing more rare then ſuci) a yer ruous woman, E wit 
M1iſ. Ar. My huſband io this humor well I know 
Playes but the vnrarite : cheretorc it behaves me, 
To berhe berer hulwite here at home, 
To lane and get, whillt he doth lauzh and ſpend, 
Though tor himſclfe he riots it ar larve, 
My necdlc ſhall defray my houſhold charge. 
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Fu/, Now. maiſter Anſeime to hi r,ilop not 0s. 
Busſic your elfe, ſce where ſhe fits at works, 
Be not atraide man, ſhee's but 2 woman, 
And women the molt cowards fe|dome fcai 
Tiiinke but ypon my former principles, 
And twenty ponds to a dreame you ſpeed, 
Anſ. I, lay you ſo? 
Ful. Bewar&ot bluſhbiog firrab,. 
Of fcare and too much cicquence, | 
Raile at her huſband his miſuſing her, 
And make that {cruethec as an argument, 
That ſhe may fovoner yeeld co da him wrong: 
\V ere it niy cale, try Louc, and [ toplead, 
[ hav'tat fingers cnJs, who could mifle the clout, 
Hauing ſo faire a white, ſuch ſteddy airite, 
This is the yp ſhot, now bid for the game, 
 Anf. Faite miſttcs, God fauc you. 

Ful. W hata circumſtance beginshe with,what an Aſſe 
Totell her at the fic{tthat ſhe was faire, (is he. 
The onely meanes to make her to be goy : 

Hc ſhould hauc rather told her ſhe was foule, 
And brought her oat of love quite with her ſelfe, 
And bcing lo, ſhe would the lefſe have card, 
Vpon wile lecrets ſhe had laid her louc : 

He hath almoſt mard all with that word faire. 

Avſ, Miſtres God ſauc you, 

Ful, Whata blocke is that, 

To lay, Godfſaue you, is this icllow m14d 
Once to nam* Godin his yngodly (ue? 

Aſiſ. Ar. Y'are welcomefir, come you to ſpeake witti = 
Or with my husban4, pray you whats your will? {rae 

Ful, Shc auſweres tothe purpolc, whats your will ? 

7) 'zownes that | were there to anſwere her, 

Anſ, Mifttes wy will is not (o {oone expreſt. 

Ca. with- 
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Wi ithour your ſpeaciall fauour, and the promiſe, 
Oi loue aud pardon it I ſpcake amiſle. 

Ful, O aſſe, Oduns, O blockhead thar haftleft 
The plaine broad high way, and the readieſt path, 
Totraucll round about the circumſtance, 

He might hauc told his meaning in a word. 
And now hath loſt his opportumty, : 
Neuer was ſuch atrewant in loues {choole, 

I am aſham'd tiat ere I was bis tutor. 

Mif. Ar, Sir, you may frecly ſpcake what ere it be, 
Sothat your ſpcech ſutceh with modeſty. 

Ful, Tothisnow could I anſwere paſſing well. 

Anſ, Miſtres, I pittying that ſo faire a creature, 

Ful, Still faire, ang yet | watnd the contrary. 

Anſ, Should by a villea be ſo towly vide as you haue been, 

Fal. I, that was well put in, 

[ftime and place were both conuenient, 

Anſ. Hauc made this bold intrufionto preſent 
My louec and ſeruice to your ſacred ſclfe, 

Ful. Tndiffteren, that was not much amiſle. 

Miſ. Ar. Sir, what you mcane by (eruice and by louc 
I will not know : but what you mcane by villaine. 

I faine would know, 

Anſ. That villaine is your husband, 

W hoſc wrongs towards you arc brured thorow the land: 
O can you ſuffer at a peaſants hands, 

Vawor:hy once to touch this ſilken skinne, 

'Co be {orudely beate and buffctcd ? 

Can you endure from ſuch infetious breath, 

Ablcto blaſt your beauty, to havc names 

_ Of luch 1umpotioned hate flung in your face ? 

Ful, O that was good, nothing was good but that, 
That was the |cſion that I raught him laſt. 

Anſ. O can you hcare your neucr tainted fame, 
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- Wounded with words of ſhame and infamie, 
O can you lee your pleaſure dealt away, 
And you to bedebar'dall part ot them, 
And buty it in deep oblijuion ? 
Shall your true right be (til contributed 
Mongſt hungry bawds, inſatiable Curtifans? 
Andcan you lcauethat villaine by whoſe deede, 
Your ſoule doth ſigh, and your diſtreſt heart bleed? 
Fal. All this as well as I could wiſh my {clte, 
Aif. Ar, Sir, I hauc heard thus long with patience, 
If it be me you terme a villaines wile, 
Infooth you hauc miſtooke me ail this while, 
And neither know my kusband nor my felte, 
Orecllc you know not man aind wite is one, 
Ifhe be calde a villaine what is ſhe, 
W hoſe heart aid loue, and ſoule is one with him? 
Tis pittic that fo faire a Gentleman, 
Oh vir, take hcevc, if you regard your life, 
Should fall into ſuch villaincs company, 
Meddle not with a villaioe or his witc. 
Ful. Othat ſame word villaine hath wardeall. 
Anſ, Now wher's your'inſtruftions? wher's the wench 
Where are tmny hopes ? where your dircAtion? 
Ful. Why man, in that word yillaine, you mard all: 
Tocome vnto an honeſt wife and call, 
Her husband villaine, were ſhe ne're ſo bad, 
Thou might'it well thinke ſhe would not brooke that name 
or her owne credite, though no loueto bim, 
But leaue not thus, burtry ſome other meave, 
Let not one way thy hopes make fruſtrate cleane, 
Axſ. | muit perſiſt my Loue againſt my will, 
He that knowcs all _— knowes I prouec this il, Exewnt, 
Enter _A minadab witharod in his hand, and two or 
three bojes with their bookes in their hands. 
C3. Amb 
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Ami. Come boyes, come boyes, rchearſe your parts. 
And then ad prandium, 14 14m 7ncipe, 

r B9j. Forſooth my lefTon's torac out of my booke. 

Ami. NDuecacerts Chartes deſeruiſſe accat : 
Tornc from your books, ilctcare rt from your breech 
How ſay you mittres YVirge will youlutter 
Hic pner bonetndolisto teare \ 
Bis i-{Tons leaves, andleQures ſrom fiis bo ke? 

r Boy Truly forſooth, I laid it in my ſeare, 
while R993 Grade and I went 1oto Campri, m. 
And when I came againe my booke was torne 

Ami, O mus a Mouſe, was cuer heard the likc ? 

1 Boy. O domus ahoutc, waiter I could not mend it, 

2 0 pedicnlai a Lowic, | know not how it came. 

Am:. All towardly boyes good (chollers ot their times, 
The leaſt of chelſe is paſt his Accidence, 
Some at 2 mihi. heere's not a boy 
Bur he can couſter all his Gra:nmer Rulcs : 
Sed vb1 ſunt Sodales, nor yer come ? 
Thoſe tarde verientes, ſhall be whip, 
ot eſt Pipkin, wher's that lazie krauc ? 
He playcs the trewant cuery Satur./ay, 
Buc miftres Virea, Lady Willowbre 
Shall teach him, that Drinculo ſurzerc Enter Piphin, 
E#t (alubcr1mmmma, here comes the knauc, 

1 Boy. Tarac,tarde, tarde. 

2 boy, Tardetarde, tarde, 

Ami, tur ates Piptin :reach a better rod, 
Cur 1ar3 tarde veins? ſpeaks where haue you becuc ? 
I: this atime of day to co:nc to ſchoole: 
Ju faiſtr, fpeake where haſt chou beene ? 

Pip. Magiſter quomodo wales ? 

Ami, Is that reſpox/io fitting my demaund? 

Pip, Etiam certe, you aske mc where I hauc bin, & I ſy, 
240- 
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Auomdo wales, as much to ſlay, come ont of the a'thoule 
Ami, Vntruſle, yrtruſle: nay belpe him, helpe, him. 
Pip. Queſo preceptor, queſo,tor Gods ſake do not whip me, 

Quid eft Gramatica. 

Ami, Not whip you, 9nd eſt Gramatica, what's that? 

Pip. Gramaticaeſt, that it | vontrufle, you muſt needs, 
whip me vpon them: nideſt Cramatica? 

Ami. W hythen,dic mihi,ſpeake,where haſtihou been? 

Pip. Forfoorh my miſtris ſent me of an arrant, to ferch 
ny M. trom the exchange, we Fad itrangers at home at 
d1nver, & but tor thei] had not come tarde,queſo preceptor, 

Ami. Conlter you leflon, perce it, ad vnguem 

Et conden:ato too, lee pardon the, 

P;p. 4 nat I will M, and if youle giue me leane. (expope, 
4 mm! Propriags maribus t11buuntnur maſcula dicas,expone, 
Pip. Conſter it maſter? ] will, D4cas they lay, propria the 

proper man, qe maribus that loucs mary-bone, maſculs 

miſ-cald mee. 

Ami, A pretty queint, and new conſtruftion, 

Pip, 1 warrant you Maſter, it thcte be any mary-bones 
in my |cflon, I am an old dog atihem, How conſter you 
th:s Maltcr: Roſtra deſertns awal ? 

CAmi diſertus adilard, amat doth loue, RoſtraRoſlmear, 

Pip. Agoodconſtruttion on acwpty ſtomacke: Maſter, 
now [ hauc coniterd my leflon, my mi[tris would pray you 
tolet me come home, to go of ati airand, 

Ami. Your tres ſequumtur,and away, 

Pip.Cantsa hog, ranaa dog, porcns atrog, 

Abeunlumeſi mihi, eAMakes aleg, and Ext. 

L1m1. Yours firra, too then, and ad prawdrrm, 

1 -ipis abcd, genua knee, Viulcanus Doctor Dec 
Viginti minus vj eſt mihi, 

Ami, By Iunos lip, and Staturnus tumbe, 


It was bonus, bona, bonum. 
2 boy 
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2. Boy, Vitrum glaſle. ſpica gralſe,tues aſinus, you are | 
an Ale, precor 1bi felicem notFem. | 
Ami. Claudre iam libros pueri ſat prate bibiſtts, 
Looke when you come againe you tell me vbi furitrs 
He that minds triſh traſh, and will not haue a care of 1is | 
He I will be-liſh laſh, and haue a fling at his podrx, (7 edi, 
Enter Tong Arthur, 
Ton, Ar, Apretty wench, a paſſing pretty wencb, 
A ſweeter duck all London cannot yeeld, 
Shecaſt aglance on meas [ paſs'd by, 
Not.#ele had (o rauiſhing an eye, 
Heere is tic Pedant, Sir, Aminadab, 
I will inquireof him, if he can ecll, 
By any circumſtance, whoſe wifc ſhe is : 
Such fellowes commonly haue intercourſe, 
| Without ſuſpition, where we aredebard. 
God ſaueyou lir CAminadab. 
Ami. Salue tu quoqz would you ſpeake with me? 
YouarecI take ir, and let menot lie, 
For as you know Mentire non eft meum, 
Yong M. Arthur, quid vis, what will you? 
Ton. Ar. Youarca man | much rcly vpon, 
There is a pretty wench dwels in this ſtreete, 
That kceps no ſhop, nor 15 nor publike knowne : 
Atthe two polts, nextturnving of the lane, 
I ſaw her from a window looking ont: 
O, could you rel] me how to come accquainted, 
W 11 that {weete lafle, you ſhould command me (ir, 
Euen tothe vemolſt of my power. . 
Ami. Dei bon, boxi, tis my louche meanes : 
But I will &cepe1t from this Gentleman; 
Ando] hope maketriall of my loue, 
Toi. Ar. If I obtaine her thou ſhalt win thereby, 
Morte than at this timc 1] will promiſe thee. 
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Ami, Luando veris apa, | ſhall have wo i.ornes 08 my 
Caprut. 
Teg, Ar. \V hat ifher husbawdeome and find one there 
Ami, Nuyquam, ume newer teare, 
She is vomwarried | ſweare, 
But if [ helpe you to thee deed, 
Tuv15narrare iow you ſpced, 
Tone Ar. Tell how I ſpeed, [ fir, 1 will to you, 
Then preſently about ir, Many thankes, 110 
For this great kindnes, Sir Aminadab. 
Ami, It my paella prouc a drab, . 
Ilebe reucng'd on both, amzbo ſhall die, 
Shall dic by v whar, for ego 1, 
Haue ncuer handled I thanks God, 
Other wcapon then arod : 
I dare not fight for all my ſpecches, 
Sed Caue, if [ cake bim thus, 
Ego ſum expers at vnitruſle, Exeunt, 
Enter Iuftice Reaſon, o!d Arthur, old Lnſam, Miſtre(ſe 
Arthur, Tounsg, Luſam awd Hugh. 
Old Ar. We, Maſter luſ{ice Reaſon, come about 
A ſcrtous matter thar concerucs vs neare, 
01d Lu. | marry doth ui fir, concerne vs neare, 
W ould God ir you would take ſome order tor it, 
Old Ar, WV hy lookeye M, L«ſam you are ſuch another, 
You will be talking what coucerncs vs neare, 
And know not why we come to M- Juſtice, 
014 Lu, How, know not | 2 
O11 Ar, No fic, not you. 
O'd Ln. Weil, | know iome what, though, I know nes 
Then on | pray yeu, (that 
1uſt. Forward | pray, yet the calc is plaine, 
01d Ar, Why fic as vet you doe not know thecafe. 
Old Lu, W cl knows ſome what, torward M. Arrhar, 
D. Old Av, 
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01d Ar. And as I told you, my voruly ſonne, 
One hauiag bid his wife home to my houſe, 
There rooke occaſion to be much agricu'd, 
About {ome houſhold matters of h1s owne, 
And 1n plainetermes,, they fell in controuerſie, 
01d Ls. Tis true fir, I was there the fclfe ſame time, 
And 1 remember many ot the words, 
01d Ar. Lord what a man are you, you were not there 
Thattime, as I remember you were r1d 
Dowac to the North to (ce ſome friends of yours, 
Old Lu. Well | was ſome where: forward M._Arthur., 
Inft. All this is well, no faulc is co be found. 
Incither of the partes, pray lay on, 
old Ar. Why fir, [ hauc not nam'd the patties yer, f' 
Nor tucht the fauir that is complain' ypon. 
O14 Lu, \Well, you tucht ſomwhar, forward M, Arthur 
O!4 Ar. Ard as | ſayd, they fcll incomriuerfic, 
My ſonne not like a husband, gauc her words, 
Ofgreat reproote, deſpight and contumely, 
W hich ſhe poore foul difgeſted paticntly, 
This was the firit crime of their falling our, 
As I remember, at the (cite lame time, 
One T homas the Earle of Surrays Gentleman 
Din*d at my cable, 
Old Lu, O, I knew him well. 
014 Ar. Youare the ſtrangeſt man, this Gentleman 
That I ſpeake of, 1 am lurc you neuer law 5 
He came bur lately trom beyong the lea. 
014 Lu. Iamiurc TI know one 1 humas : forward fir. 
laft. And isthis all> make mea Mittimus, 
And ſ{cn4 the oft:ader ftraicewayes to the gaile, 
O/d4 Ar. Firlt know the oftenier, how began the ſtrife, 
Berwixt this Geint>woman and my ſonne, 
Since when fir, he hath vide her noting like one 
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That ſhould partake his bed, Burltke aflaue. 

My comming was, that you being in office, 

And inanthority, ſhould c3ll betore you 

My vathnit fonne, ro giue him ſome aduiſe, 

W hich he will cake better from you then me 

That an his tacher, hecr's the Gentlewoma!, 

VVitc ca my fonne, and daughter to this man, 

V VhomlT pcrforcecompeldto luc with vs. 
luſt. Allthis ts well heceis your ſoone you ſay 

But ſhe that is his wi:e you canno: find. 

Tong Lu, You do miſtake fir, heer's the Gentlewoman, 
Itis her husband that wull not be found. 

Iuft, V Vell, allis on, for man and wifcate one 
But 15 ch1s all : 

Ton Ln. I, all that you can ſay, 

Anamuch morc then youcan weil put off, 

Inft.. Nay, 1: the cauſe appeare thus euident, 
Giuc mca cup of wine : what, man aud wite, 
To Gilagrec, I pictnee fill my cup: 

I could ſay ſymec wharz cat, tur, by this wine, 
Ipromile you tis goou Canary Sacke, 

M1. Ar. tathers you doe me open violence, 
To bring my name in queſtion, and produce 
This gentleman and others heare to witucfle 
My husbands ſhame to open audience, 

V Vhat may my husban1ichinke when he ſhall knovy 
I went ynto the Tuſticcrocomplaine : 

Buc M, Iuftice here, inore witc then you 

Saves Intie tothe marrer, know'ng well 

His ofticcis no whit concer7'd herein, 

Therctore with tauour | will t5ke my leave. 

Juſt, lhe woman faith tut reator M. thay. 
Au chereivregiue her hee ee 10 depait, 

01d La. tictc 1s dric luit cc, not to bid ys drinke, 

2. _ Harxe 
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Harke thee my fiend, I prethee lend thy cup : 
Nov M.Tultice heare me b11t one word, 

You chinke this woman hath had little worng, 
Bur hy this wine which I intendto drinke. 

ut, Nav ſauc your oath, I pray you do not {weare, 
Or if you {weare, take not too deepe an oath 

014 Lu, Content you, I way takealawtull oath 
B:forca Iuſtice : therefore by this wine, 

Ton Lu. A profound oath, well ſworne,& dceply tooke, 
Tis better thus than ſwearing on a booke. 

014 Ly. My daughter hath been wrong'd exceedingly, 

Iuft. O fic I would haue cerditedtheſe wordes, 

W ithour this oath : but bring your daughter hither, 
That I may giue her counſcll ere you goe. 

Old Lu. Marry Gods bleſfsing on your hear for that, 
Daughter giue care to Iuſtice Reaſons wordes. 

Inſt, Good woman, or good wife, or Miſtres, if yo 
hanc done a iſle it ſhould ſeeme you haue done a fault : and 
makeing a tault, thers queſtion but you haue done amiſle : 
but it you walke vprightly, & ncither lcane tothe right hand 
nor to the lefr, no queition but ye have neither lcdto the 
right hand nortothe left, but asa man ſhould ſay walked 
vprightly : butit ſhould appeareby theſe plainetifles, that 
you had ſome wrong, if you loue your fpouſc 1nticrly, it 
ſhould ſ:cme you att-& him feruently, and it he hatc you 
monſtrouſly,it ſhould ſecme he loaths you moſt exceeding - 
ly : and theres the point, at which I will leauc, for the time 
paſſes away : thereforc to concludethis 1s my my beſt coun- 
ſell, looke that thy husband ſo fall io, that hcreafter you 
neuer fall our. | 

014 Ly. Goodcounſll, paſſing good infiruRion, 
Follow it daughtcr, Now I promite you, 

I hauc not h:aid fuch an Oration, 
'T his many aday : what rcmaines to doo? 


Tong Lt. 
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Town Lu, Sir,l was cal'd as witneſle to this matter, 
I may be gone for ought that I can ſee. 

Iuff. Nay ſtay my tricnd we muſt cxamine you, 
W harcan you ſay concerning thisdebatc, 
Betwixtyong M. Arthurand his wite, 

Yong Lu. Faith iuſt as much I chinke as you can ſay, 
And thats iuſt pothing. 

Inſt, How nothing > come depoſc him, take his oath: 
Sweare him I ſay, take his confcflion. 

Old Ar. W hatcan you ſay fit in this doubtfull caſe? 

Yon, Lu, Why nothing fir, 

Inſt VV ec cannot take him ina contrary taylc, 
For he ſaycs nothing ſtil], and that ſame nothing 
Ts that which we hauc ſtocd on all this while, 
He bath confeſt cucnall, for all is nothing : 
T his is your witncſle, he hath witneſt nothing 
Since nothing then ſo plainely 15 conteſt, 
And weby cunning anſweres and by wit, 
Haue wrought him to contefſc nothing to vs, 
Wi rite his confeflion, 

O14 Ar. Why what ſhould we write? 

Juſt, Why nothing :hcarcly you not as well as I, 
What he conteſt ? I ſay write nothing downe, 
Miſtres we have diſmiſt you, loue your husband, 
Which whilſt you do, you ſhall not hate your husband 
Bring him before me, I will vrge him with 
This Gentlemans exptcfle con!cefſhon, 
Againſt you ſend him to me, ile not faile 
1 o kcepetult nothing 1n my mcmory. 
And fir, now that we hauc czamined you, 
We likewiſc hete dilc'-arge you with good leaue - 
Come M, Arthur and M. Luſam too, 
Come in with mc, voleſſe the man were here, 
Whom molt eſpecially, the cauſe concerns, 
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V Ve cannot end this quarrel] but come neere, 
And we willtaſt a glaſſe of our Marci bcerc. Exennt, 
Enter IMiſtris Mary, OMiſtris Splay, and Brabo. 
e114, I prerhce tell mc Brabo what planct chinkeft thou 
gourrned at my conception, that I live thus openly to the 
world? | 
Ara. Two planctes rainde, at once : Vers, thats you, 
And Aars thats I, were 11 conunttion, 
Splay, Prethee, prethee, 1n faith that conjunction cop+ 
pulative, is that part o1 ſpeech that I Itue by. 
Bra, Ha, ha, to ice the world, weſwaggerers 
Tat hive by oaths and big-moutn'd menaccs, 
* Arc now reputcd foi thetailelt men: 
A He thathath novy ablack muchato 
[ Rc aching fromeareto care, ot turning, vp 
Panto roucrſo, briſtling towards t':ccyc: 
He that can harig two hanſfome 4001s ar his ſ1.ie ; 
Go in diſguiid attire, wear e Tron enou7h, 
" Is held atall mat and a{oulLier. 
\ He that with greateſt grace can ſweate gops zounds, 
Or ina Taverne inake a drunken tray, 
Canchcat at dice, ſwagger 10 bawdy houſes, 
Weare vcluct on his face: and with a grace 
Can iacc it om with, as I am a fouldice : 
He that can clap his ſword ypon the boord 
Hce's a braue man, aid luch amanam I, 
Ma, Sic that with k:\Ics can both kill and corc. 
Thar hues by louc, that [weares by notiung clſe 
But by a k:fiz, which is nocommuan oath : 
That hues by ly11g, and yctoft tels truth, 
1 hattakes moſt plcature whe. ſhe takes moſt paines, 
Shce's az60d wench my boy, and ſuch ain I. 
Splay. She that is paſt us, and praycs tor them that may, 
4 | 3ra, is anold bawde,as you are Miſtuis Splay. 
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Splay. Odo not name that nate 3 doc younot know, 
That I could neucr incure to hearethat vame 2 . 
Bur if your man would leauc ys, | would reade \ 
Thelefſon thar laſt night I prormris'd you. 
24. I prethee leaue vs: we would be alone, 
Bra. And will, and muſt : if you bid me be gore, 
I will with draw, and draw on any he, 
That inthe worlds wide round date cope with me, 
Mittris tare well, to none I ncucr [pake, 
So kinda word: my ſaluations ate : 
Far. well and be hang'd, or inthe divels name : 
V hat they hauc becne iny many t1a'cscai: roll, 
Youcannot fight, therefore to you farewell, F xt. 
7 Ma O,thntuncſwagcrer is the bulwatk of my reputarion 
But Mitt, $p/ay,now to your IeQture that you promis'd mc. 
Sp/ay. Dauytier aitend,for | will cell tlice now, 
V\ hat to my young daves,T my ſclfe have tride; 
Be rul'd by inec,and [| will make thee rich, 
You (God be pray fic) are faire,ard as they ſay, 
Full of good p.tes ; you haue bin olten tride, 
To be a woman ot good cariaye, 
VV hich in my mindc,js. very commendable. 
Ma, It1s indeeve : torward good mother Spay, 
Splay. And as I told you,being faire, | wiſh 
Sweere daughter, you were as fortunate : 
VW hen any ſuicr comes to aske thy loue, 
Looke not into his wordes, but into his fieeue : 
It rbou canſt learne what Janguage his pui lc ſpcakes. 
Berui'd by that, tha't golden cloquence, 
_ Monycan wake aflaucring tongue ſpcake p'ainc : 
It bce that loves thee,be detorura aud rich, 
Accept his loue, Gold hives detormitic : 
Gold can make limping Yalcan waike vpright, 
Make {quint eyes looke licaight,a crab'd tac looke ſmoorh, 
Guilucs 
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Guilds copper noſcs, makes them looke like gold, 
Fils ages wrinkles yp, and makes a face 
As old as Neffors, Jooke as yong as Cupids. 
thou wilt arme thy ſclic againſt all ſhifces, 
Rega: dall men according to their gifts, 
This ifchou praftiſe, thou, when I am dead, | 
VV ilt lay, o1d mother Sp/ay oft laydthy head 
Enter yong Arthur, 

Ma. S5fr, who comes here be gone good miſtres Spl/ay 
Otrhy rulcs praiſe, this is firft my day. 

Splay God for thy paſſion, what a beaſt am I 
To fcarcthe bird thatto the net would flie. Exit, 

Yon. Ar. By your leauc miltrefle, 

Ma, WW hatiodoc Maiſter ? 

Tong Ar. Togiue mc leaueto loue you, 

Ma. | had rather afford you ſome love to leave me. 

Yon. Ar. | would you would as ſoonc loue me;,as I could 

Mea. I pray you what are you far? (leauc you 

Ton Ar. A manileaſſlure you, | 

AMa, How ſhould I know that ? 

Ton. Ar, Trice me by my word, for I ſay [ ama man, 
Or by my deed, ile prouc my ſclle man, 

Ma, Arc younot Maſter Arthur? 

Yon. Ar. Not M. Arthur, but Arthor,and your ſeruant 
{weet Miltreſle Mary. 

Har. Not Miſtris Mary, but Hary, and your hand- *? 
maid, (weet M, _U4rihur. 

Ton, Ar. That T l>ue you, let my face tell you : that T loue 
you more then ordtnary,lct this kifl> celtifie : and that I louec 
youterucntly and entirely aske this gift, and fee what it will 
au{were you: my clte, my purlc, and all being wholic at 
your [cruice. | 

Ma. That [ rake your louciingood part, my thankes 
ſuall ſpcake for me: that I am pleas'd with your kiſſe, this 

inccreſt 
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intcreſt of another ſhall ccrtific you, and that I accept your 
pift, my proſtrate ſeruice and ſelfe ſhall witnelle with me. 
My loue, my lips, and {weer ſelfearc at your feruice : wilt 
pleaſe you to come neare fir? | 
Ton, Ar. Othat my wife were dead, here would I make 
My ſecond choice, would ſhe were buried, 
From out her grauc this Marigold ſhould grow, 
Which in my nuptials I wouid weare with pride : 
Die ſhall ſh:, 1 haue doomi'd her deftiny. 
Ma. Tis newes M, Arthar toſee you in ſuch a place, 
How doth your wife? | 
7 0, Ar. Faith miſtres Mary at the point ofdcath, 
Andlong ſhecannot liue, ſhe ſhall aor live... 
Totrouble me inthis my fecond choice, | 
Enler Aminadab with a bill and a head peece. 
Ma. | pray torbeare fir, for hece comes my louc, 
Good fir for this trme leaue me: by this kifle 
You canuot aske the queſtion at my hands 
] will Ceny you; pray you vet you gone. Exh. 
You. Ar, Farewell (wect miltres Mary. 
Ma. Sweet adicu, 
Ami. St:nd to me bill, and head peece fat thoucloſe 
I heare wy low, my wench, my duckec, my deate, 
Is ſought by many (mers, bur with this 
Ile keepethe dore, and enter in who dare, 
Virgai egone, thy twigs Tie tune ro ſtecle, 
Theic figers that were expert inthe terke, 
Jo ſtcad of lath:ng 9' the trembling pages, 
Mult learveto pub and knocke, and 5cate and mall, 
Cleauc pates and capurs,he that encers here, 
Comes oneceath, mrs mortis, hc ſha't caſte; 
Ma. *1as poore fole the pedants mad for loue, 
Thinkes me more rad that }, would mary hira x 
Hec's comc,to watch inc with aruſty bill, 
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To kcepe my friendes away by force of armes, 
I will not fee him buf ſtand fill aſide, 
And here-obſeruc him whathe meancsto do. 
Ari. O viinam,that he that loues her beſt, 
Durſt offer but tocouch her in this place, 
Per lehowah, & Iunowem, hoc 
Shall paſk his Coxcombe ſuch a knocke, 
As that his ſoule his courſe ſhall rake, 
To Limbo and Aueruus lake. , 
In vaine I watch in this darke holc 
W ould any liuing durſt my ma: hood trie, 
And offer to come yp the (laires this way. 
Ma. O wee ſhould fee you make a goodly fray. 
Ami, The wench I here watch with my bill, 
Amo, amas, ami, ſtill, | 
ut audit, lethim come that dare, 
Death, hell, and Limbo be his thare, 
Enter Brabo. 
| Bra, Wher's Miſtres Mary neucr a poſt here, 
A bar of Iron gainſt which to crre my ſword? 
Now by my beard a dainty peecc of (recle. 
Ami. O lone what a qualme1s this I tecele? 
Bra. Come hither Mal, is-none here but we too, 
W hen did(t thou ſe the ftarueiing School maiſter 2) 
That Rat, that ſhrimp, that ipindleſhank, that wren, that 
ſheepebiter, that leane chicriface, that tamine, that leane en- 
uy,that all bones, that bare anatomy, that lacke alert that 
Ghoſt, that ſhadow, that moon in the waine. 
Ami, | wailc 1n woe, I plunge in paine. 
Bra, W hen ucextT find him here Ile barg him vp 
Like adric4 Sawſage 1nihe chimncy cop, 
That Stoc{:-tifh, that poore /94», that gut of men. 
Ami. Q that I were at home againc. 
Bra, When he comes next, turnc him iato the ſtreets; 
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Now come, lets dance the ſhaking of che ſheetes, Fx. 
Ami. 94 que quod : henceboiltrous bil, come gentic 
Had not grim Malkin ſtawpt and tarde, (rod, 

Aminadab haJlutle carde, 
Or if in ſtead of this browne bill, 
I had kepe my muſtris Vizga ſtill, 
And he ypon avothers backe, 
His pionts vnruſt, his breeches lacke, 
My countinance he ſhould nor daſh, 
For Iamexpert in the laſh, 
But my ſwcet Laflz, my louedoth flie, 
VV hich ſhall make mie by poyſon dic, 
Perfidem, I will 11d mylitc 
Euher by poyſon, word, or krife, Exit,” 
Enter miſtlres Arthur and Piphin. 
Mif. Ar. Sitra; when law you your mailter ? 
Pip. bath mſtics when I laſt lookt vpon him. 
3/1ſ, Ar. And when was that. 
Pip. Whcn Ibchcld him, 
M:ſ. Ar. And when was that ? 
P,p. Mary when he was in my ſight,and that. was yeſter- 
day, fince when I ſaw himanot, norlook'd on htm nor be- 
held him, nor had any fight of him. 
AM1ſ. Ar, VV as he not at my father in lawes? 
Pip. Yes mary was he, 
HMiſ Ar, Didſt thou not intreate him to come home; - 
Pip. How ſhould I miſtres, he came not there to day, 
OMif. Ar. Didſt thou not ſay he was there? 
Pip. Truc miltres,he was there,but I told you not whens 
He hath becne there diueres times of Jate., 
Mif, Ar. About your buſines, here lle fit aud waite 
Hiscomming home, though is be neere ſolace, | 
Now ouce againe go looke himap the Change, 
Or atthe Church with Sir Aminagat, . 
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Tis told metheyvſc oftenconference: 
W hen that is done, ger yout> ſchoole againe, 

Pip. I had rather play thetrewain ar home,than goe ſeeke 
my M, at ſchoo!e : let me ſce, wha: age am I,{ome foure and 
tweaty,and how hauc I profited? 1 was five yeare learning 
criz-croflc trom great A,and fiue yeere longer comming to 
F,there | {tuck ſome three yeere before I could come to 
9: and foin procefic of time I came to Eperſe e, and con- 
p-r(e, andcutle: then I gotto- 4,e, 7,0, : atter, to Our Fa- 
ther : and inthe {ixeteenth yeare of my age, aud fifteenth of 
my going to {choole,[ am (in good time) gottentoa nowne, 
by che ſame token there wy hoſe went downe: then got 
to a verb there | began firtt ro han a beard : then I came to 
ifte, iſta, iſtud, there my maiſter whipt me till he fetch the 
bloud,&c. fothat now Iam become the greatelt {choler in 
the ſchoole for | am bigger cthea two or three of them, Bur 
I am gone,farewell miſtris, Exit, 


Enter CAnſelme and Fuller. 

Fal. Louc none at all, they will for-ſweare themſclues,! 
And whenyou vrge them with it there replyes, 
Are, that /oxc laughs at lovers periuries. 

Anſ. You told me ot a icft concerning that, 
Prethceler me hearc it. 

Ful. That thou ſhalt, 
My Miftris ina humour had proteſted, 
That aboue all the world ſhe lou'd me beſt, 
Saying with ſuters ſhe was oft molcſied, 
And ſhe hath lodg'd her heart within my breaſt : 
And {weare (but me) both by her maske and fan, 
She ncuer would ſo muchas name a man, 
Not name a wan, quouth I? yet be aduifde, 
Notlouc a man but me, letir fo: 
You ſhall not thinke, quoth ſhe, my thoughts diſguiſde 
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lay againe, and | know whar I do, 
I will oor name a man aliue but you. 
Into her houſe I came at vnaware, | 
Her backe was to me, and [ was not ſeene, 
Titole behinde her til] T had her faire, 
Then with my hands I cloſed both her eyne: 
She blinded thus, beginneth to bethioke her, 
W hich of her Loucs 'twas that did hood-winck her 
Firlt ſhe begins to guefle and vame a man, 
That I well kacw, bur ſhe bad knowne far better. 
T hat next I ncuer Cid ſuſpeRt till than, 
Still of my name I could not hearc a letter, 
Then mal, ſhe did name Ro%zm and then lames 
Til ſhe had reckned vp ſome twenty naines, 
Atlength, when ſhe had counted yp the ſcore, 
As one among thereſt ſhe hit on me : 
I ask: her ifthe could not reckon more, 
And pluckt away my bandstolet her fce, 
Bur when ſhe lookr backe, and ſaw me behind her ? 
She bluſkt, andaskr if it were Jdid blinde her ? 
Aud fince I {ware both by her maske and tanne, 
To truſt 0 ſhe rong, that can name a man, 
An. Yourgreat oath hath ſome exceptions, 
| Burtoyour further purpole, yon 1s Miftris 4ri4vr, 
We will atempt another kind of wooing, 
And make her hatc her hulbaud if we caq, 
Ful. Butnot a word of pafſtong or of louc, 
Hauc at ber now totry her patic nce, 
Gad ſauc you miftres, 
Az, Ar. Youare welcome fir. 
Ful, W her's your husband I pray 3 
IM. Ar. Not within, 
Auſ. W ho M, Arthur? bimlT far cuen now, 
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At miſttis Maries thobrauc Curtizans, 

Miſt. Ar. VW rong not my husbands reputation fo, 
I neither can nor will belecue you fir. 

Ful, Poore Gentlewoman, how much I pitty you,. 
Your husband is becomeher enly gueit: 
He ladges there, and dayly diers there, 
He1iats, reacls, ard doth all things, 
Nay, he is held the maſter of miſ-rule, 
Mongſt a moſt loarhed and abhorred crew, 
And can you, being a woman, ſuffer this ? 

Mife Ar. Sir, fir, [ vadetſtand you well enough; . 
Admit my husband both treeqyent that houſc 
Of ſuch diſhoneft vſage, [ ſuppoſe | 
He doth it but inzealcto bring them home 
By his good counſel}, from char courle of finne ; 
And like a Chriſtian, ſeeing chem aſtray 
Iathe broad path thatto damnation leades., 
He vſcth thither to direRtheir feete, 
Intothe narrow way that guides tor heaucn, 

An. Was eucr woman gulid ſopalpably ? 
But miſtris .4rthry,thinke you as you ſay ? 

Af, Ar.. Sirwhat | thinke, I chinke, and what I ay, 
I wou!] I could enipyre yquto belcenc; 

An, Faith miſtris 4 rthur, 1 am lorry for you, 
And in good ſontls & wiſh « lay in ine | 
To remedy the lcaſt part of theſe wrongs 
Your vak:nd husbani dayly profers you. 

Miſe. Ar. Yon are decciued, h: js not yakind, 
Although he beare at outward face of hate, 
His hcart and ſoule are both aſſured mine. 

Af. tic miſtris Arthir, take aberter ſpirit, 
Be not ſotimorous to rchearle your wronges? 
I tay your husDand hauncs bad company, 
SWAggCrers, Clicaters, Wainton EUrtizails, 
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Therc he defiles his body, ſtaines his foule, 
Conſumes his wealth, yndocs himſclfe and you, 
|  Indanger of diſeaſes, whoſe vilde names, 
Arc not for any honctt mouthesto ſpeake, 
Nor any chaſt cares to receiue and heare, 
 O, he will bring that face admirde for beauty, 
To be more loatheo than alcprous skinne : 
Dwource your {clfe now whulſt the clouds grow black, 
Prepare yuur ſ{cltc aſhelter for the ſtorme, 
Abondon his mot loathed fellowſhip, 
Youare yorg maſtres, will you looſe your youth? 
Ht. Ar, Temptno more diuell, thy deformuy, 
Hath chany'd it (eli c 1mio an Avgels ſhape, 
But yer-1 know thee by thy courle cf ſpecch, 
Thou gersan appleto betray poore Exe, | 
W\ hole uu fide bearce a ſhew of pleaſant fruit, 
Pin the v1ld branch, on which this apple grew, 
VV as that which diew poore Exe from Paradiſe, 
Thy Syrens (ong could make me drowne my ſclfe, 
Bucl am nicd v:1to the maſte of truth, 
Adi. wy husband be inclindeto vice, 
My vcrtucs way iatime recall him home ; 
Bur it we both ſhoulddeſp*rate runne to finne, 
VV c ſhould abide certainedeftrution. 
Bur hec's Ike one, that ower a ſweet face, 
Puts adctoi med vizard, for his ſoule 
I tree from any ſuch intencs of 1!l; 
Oncly to tric my patience, he purs on 
An vyly ſhape of blacke jutemperance: 
Therctorethis blot of ſhame, which he now weares, 
Iwith my prayers wil-purge, and walk with tcarcy, 
Ext. 
Anſ Fuller, | 
Ful. CAnſelme. 
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AF. Fon lk thou this ? 

Ful, As (choole boyes ierkes, Apes whips, as Lions 
Asfuricsdo faſting dayes, and duels croffes, (gocks, . 
As maides to haue their mariape dayes put off: 

I tike it as this as I mol? do loath, 

W hat wilt thou do? for ſhame perfiit no more 
Inthis cxtremity of friuitous loue, 

I (ee my doAtrine moucs no preciſe cares, 
But ſuch as arc profcſt inamoratos. 

uAnſ. Ol ſhall dic. 

Ful. Tuſh, live ro laughalitile, : 
Heercs the beſt ſubiethat my louealioords 
Liſten awhile and heare this : ho boy, ſpcake. | 

Ami. As inpreſenti, thou loath'fſt the gift I ſent thee, 
N2/oplr5:atry but dic, forthe beautious Mary, 

Fainc would I dic by a ſword, but what {word ſhal [ dic by? 
Or by a ſtone, what ſtone?rultis /apis tacitibi, (vaines 
Koife I hauc none to fheth in my breſt, or empty my full 
Here is no wall or poſt that I can-ſoile with my bru'id 
braines. | 

Firſt will I therefore ſay two or three Creedes and Auemas 
And after go buy apoyſon at the Apothecar'cs, rick 

Fl, I ptay thee Anſelme but obſcrue this fellow 
Docſt not heare him? he would die for louc: 

That miſh-ſhzpc loue thou would'ft condemnin him 

L ſee in thec, I prethee note him wel. | 
Anſ. Were afſui'dthas [ were ſuch alouer, 

I ſhould be with my ſe'te quite out of louc ; 

I ptetheeters pertlwade hum till to live, 

Ful. That werea daugerous cafe, perhaps the fellow 
In deſpe: ation would ro ſooth ys vp, 
Pronuſe repentant recautation, 

And after tall into that deſperate courſe, 
Both which I will preuent with policy, 
F Ar, 


—_ 


"how to chooſe a good Wife from a bad, 

Ami. O death come with thy #art,come death when I bid 
ors veni veni Mors and frota this milcry rid me: (thee, 
fhe whom I lou'd, whom I lou'd, cucn ſhe my ſweet prety 
Doth bur flour, and mock, and icſt, and diflemulary, (Mary 

Ful, Ilc fithim finely, inthis Paper is 
The iuyce of Mandrake, by a Door made, 

Tocaſt a man} whole leg ſhould becut off 
Intoadecpe, acolde andſenſelefle fleepe, 

Of ſuch approucd operation, . 

That who fo takes it, is for twice tweluchoures, 
Breathleſle, and to all mens iudgements, paſt all ſenſe 
This will I giuethe Pedant, but in ſport, 

For when tis knowne to take cfieR in him, 

The world will but cſtecmac it asa icſt: 

Beſides, it may bea meancs toaue his life, 

For being perfe& poyſon, as it ſeemes, 

His meaning is, ſome couctous flauefor coyne, 
Will (cll it him, though it be held by law, 

To bc no better then flat felony. 

eAnſ. Vphold the icft: but he hath ſpicd vs; pace. 

eAmi, Gentles, God ſaue you, 

Here ts a man I have noted oft, moſt learned in phiſicke, 
One man he helpt ofthe cogh,another he healed of the tifick 
And I will boord himthus : Salue, 0 ſalue maziſter. 

Ful, Gratus mihi aduenis, quid mecum vis, 

Ami, Optatum venis, paucis te velo. 

Full. Sinquid in duſtria noflra tibi faciat, dic queſo. 

Ami. Attend me fir, I haveafimplc houſe, 

But as the learned Drogeres ſaith, 
In bis Epiſtle to Teriulliap, 
It is extreamcly troubled with great Rats, 
I haucno m/e puſle, nor grey eyde Cat, 
To huatthem our, O could your learned Art, 
Shew me a meanes how I might poyſon them, 
0 T #M; 
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T wus dum ſaus, ſit Aminedeb, 
Ful, With all my bearr, I am no Rat-chatchec, 
Butif you necda poylon, here is that 
Wi ill pepper both your Dogs and Rats and Eats 
Nay ſpare your purſe, I giue this ingood will, 
And as it proues I pray;you ſead tome? 
And let me know, would you aught cl{c wiia me? 
Ami, Minime quidem, hetcs that you ſay will cake them: 
A thouſand thanks ſweet fir, I ſay to you, 
As Tully in his Eſops Fables fayd, 
Ago tibi gratias,1o farewell, vale. Extt. 
Ful. Adew. Comelet'ys goc, I long to ce 
VW hat the cuent of this new icſt will bee, 
Enter yong Arthur, 
Yor. Ar. Good marrow Gentlemen,ſaw younat this way 
As you were walking, Sir Aminadab? 
Anſ. M. Arthur, as I take it, 
Tong Ar. Sir the ſame, 
An. Sir, Idefireyou morefamiliar loue, 
Would I could bid my fclfe vato your houlc, 
For I haue wiſht for your acquaintancelong. 
Yong Ar, Sweet M. Anfelme I defire yours too! 
:W ill you come dine with mc morrow, 
You ſhall be welcomcT aſſure you fir, 
Anſ. I feareflr | ſhall prouc too bold aguefl, 
You. Ar, You ſhall be welcome it you bring your fricnd. 
Ful, O Lard fir, we ſhall be too troubleſome. 
Torn Ar. Nay now I will inforce a promiſe trom you, 
Shall I expe& you? 
Ful, Yes with all my heart, 
Anſ. Achouſand thanks, Yonders the Schoolmaiſter, 
Sortill to morrow twenty times farewell, 
Tos. Ar. | doublcall your farewclles twenty fold. 
Anſ. O this acquaintance was well ſcrapt otme, 
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By this my loue to morrow [ ſhall ſee. Ex#, 
Ami, This poylon ſhall by force expell, 
eAmorem out, infernum hell, 
Per hoc venenum eg0 l, 
For wy {weerloucly laſſe will die. 
Top, Ar, W hat do I heare of poiſon, which ſweert.meanes 
Muft make mna brauc frolike widdower ? 
Itſcemes the dooting foole being forlorne, 
Hath got ſome compound mixture, indiſpairc 
Tocad his deſparate fortuncs and his life : 
Je getit from him, and with this make way 
To my wines night, and to my loues faire day. 
Ami. In nomine domine, friends farewell : 
I know death comes heres ſuch a (mcll 
Pater & Mater, father and mother, 
Frator & ſoror, ſiſter and brother, 
And my {weete Marie, not theſe drugges, 
Doe ſend me to the internall bugges, S 
But thy vnkindnefle: ſo adue, 
 Hob-gobblins now I come to you, 
Tos, Ar. Hold man, I ſay what will the mad man doc *- 
I hauogot thee,thou ſhalt goe with me ; 
No more ot that, fie fir Minadab, 
Deſtroy your ſelfe:; if T but hearc hereafter 
You praiſe ſuch reuenge ypon your ſelte, 
All your friends ſhall know that for a wench, 
A paltry wench, you would hauec kild yoor (cli 
Ami, O tace queſo, doe not name 
Thus frantick deed of mine for ſhame : 
My ſweet Mazſter.not a word, 
Hencither drowne me ina ford, 
Nor giuemy acck ſuch a ſcope, 
To imbracc it with a hempen rope: 
Iledic no way till gature will mee, 
2. + And 
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And death come with his dart and kill me, 
If whatis paſt, you will conceal, 

And nothing to the world reucale, 

Nay as 2ui#tilian ſayd of yore, 

Ile ſtriuc to kill my ſelfe go more. 


Yon, Ar. Onthac condition, Ic conceal this deed, 


To morrow pray-comeanddiac with me, .. 
For I have many ſtrangers: mongſt the ceſt 
Some arc deſirous of your company : 

You will not faile me ? 


Ami, Noinſooth, Fletrie the ſharpacl: of my tooth 


Inſtead of poyſon I will cate, 

Rabbets, Capons, and ſuch meate, 

And fo, as Pythazoras laics, 

With holefome fare prolong my daycs. 

. But Sir, will miſtres Mal be there? 
Tong Ar. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall man, never feare, 
Aw, Then my ſpirit becomes roger, 

AndI willliucand ſtretch looger, 

For 0xnid ſaid, and did notlye, 

That poyſoned men doe often dic, 

Bur povſon hencefoorth ile not cate, 

WhiPi I can other viftuales ger, 

To morrow it you make a fcaſt, 

B: ſurc fir [ will be your gueſt, 

Bir keepe my counlell, Yale tn, 

Andull tomorrow fir adicu : 

At yourtable I will proue, 

If I can cate away my loue. 

Tong Ar. O lam glad I hauethec, now deuile 

A way how to beſtow it cunniagly, 

Ic ſhall be thus : to morrow le pretend 

A tcconcilement twixt my wite and me, 

Andto thatcnd [ will inuite thus many, 


Exu, 


Firſt 
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Firſt Tuſticereaſop, as the chicfe man there, 

My fathcs Arthar, 01d Luſam, yong Lnſam, M, Fuller, 

And M. 4nſelme, I bauc bid already. 

Then will I have my hope my Marytoo, 

Bc it but to ſpite. my wite before ſhe die : 

For dic ſhe ſhall before to morrow night, 

The opcrationgt this poiſon is, 

Not ſuddenly to kill, they that take it 

Fall in afleepe,and then it is palt recute, 

And this will I put inher cup to morrow. 
Enter Pipkin YUuning. 

Pip. This it is ro hauctucha Mailtcr, I hauc ſought him 
atthe Chaoge, arthe Schoole, at cucry piace, bur I canvot 
finde him no where, O cry mcicy my Miſtrcs would in- 
treat you to come home, 

Ton. Ar. Icarmotcometonight, ſome vrgent buſineſle 
Will all this night i1mploy me otherwiſe, 

Pip. ihelceue my miſtreſſe would kon you as much 
thanke to doe that buſincſle at home as a broad. 

' Yew. Ar, biere take my purſe and bid my wife prouide 
Gocd cheate againſt tomorrow, there will be, 
Two orthree ſtrangers of ty late acquaintance, 
Sirrah goe you to Iuſhce Reaſons houlc, 
Inuite him firlt with all ſolemnity, 
Gocto my Fathers, and my Father in lawes, 
Here take this note, 
The reſt that come I will inunte my ſelfe 
Abour it with what quick diſpatch thou cant. 

Pip, 1 warrant you Maiſter ile diſpatch this buſines with 
more honeſty then youle diſpa:ch yours. But maiſter, will 
the Gentlewoman be there ? 

Tong Ar. What Gentlewowan? 

Pip. The Gentlewoman of theold houſe, that is aſwell 
knowne by the colour ſhe laics of her cheeks, as an alehoute 

F 3. Dy 
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by the the painting is laidofhis lettice: ſhe that is like Home, 
common toall men : ſhe that is bebolding to no trade, but 
liues of her ſelfe, 
7on, Ar. Sirra begone, or I will ſend you hence. 
Pip. Ile go, but by this hand ile tell my miſtres as ſoone as 
[ come home, that miltres Lightheeles comes to?dinner to 
motrrow. ; 
Ton. Ar, Sweet Miſtres Mary le inuite my felfe, 
Andthere lle frolicke, ſup and ſpend the night. | 
My plot is current, here tis in my hand, 
Wi ill make me happy in my ſecond choice, 
And I may freely challeng as minc owne, 
What I am now inforcde to fecke by ſtealth, 
Louc is not much yolike ambition, 
For in them both all lets muſt be remoued, 
T wixt cucry Crowne, and him that wouldaſpire, 
And hethat will attemptto wiane the ſame, 
Muſt plunge vp to the depth o're head and cares, 
And hazard drowning in that purple (ca. 
So hethat loues, muſt needs through bloud and fire, 
And doall thinges to compaſic his deſire. 
; Emter cMiſtreſſe Arthur and her maid. 
Mif. Ar. Come ſpread the table, is the Hall wellrub'd 
The cuſhions in the windowes neately laid, 
The cupboord of Plate ſet out, the Calements ſtucke 
Vt Roſemary and Flowers, the Carpets hruſhe ? 
Maid. I torſoorh Miſtris. 
Miſt. Lookecothe Kitchin miid,and bid the Cooke here 
take downe the Oucn tone, the Pies be burnt: 
Take my Keyes, andgiuc him out mare fpice, 
Aud. Yes torſooth miltres. (cloth, 
if. 4r. Wher's that knaue Pipkiy, bid him ſpread the 
Fetch thecleane Diaper Napkins, from my cheft, 
rout thie guild ed falt, and bid the fellow, 
- Make 
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Make himfelfe bandſome, get him aclecane band. 
Haid. Indeed forſooth miſtres, he is a flouen 
That nothing will fit handſome about him, 
He had a poundof Sope to ſcowre his face, 
And yet his brow lookes like a chimney ſtocke. 
AMiſ. Ar. Heele beaflouen ſtill: Maid take this apron, 
And bring me due of linoen, quickly maid. 
<Matd. I gotorſooth, Exit, maid, 
Mr. Ar. There was a Curiſie, let me {cet againe: 
I, that was well, I fearen.y owclic will come, 
Erc webe rvady, whata ſpro!.t is this? 
Within miſl ce. 
If Ar, VV as the murier.. 
nin, Miſh: le 1 ; 5ay woke Pphin From the fire, 
V Ve cannot keep? b1s 6i;gers trom the roſt, 
AMif, Ar. Bid im core hither wvhzat a knauc is that ? 
Fie, fie, neuer out of the Kitchin, 
Sull bsoiling by the fire. 
: Enter Pipkin 
Pip. Thope you will not take Pipkin from the fire 
Till the broth be coough, 
Exter maid with an apron 
Miſ. Ar. VVell firrah, geta Napkin, anda trencher, 
and wait to day: Solctme fee my apron. 
Pip, Miſtres I can tell you one thing, my M. wenck 
will come home to day to dinner. 
Enter Iuftice Reaſon and bis man, 
Mi. Ar. She ſhall be welcome it ſhe be his gueſt: 
But heer's ſome of our gueſts are come already: 
A Chaire for Iuſtice Reſon, firra, (buſwife, 
Inſt. Good morrow miſtres Arthw,you arc like a good 
At your requeſt I aw come home - whata Chaire1 | 
Thus age ſeckes caſe: where is your husband miſtris? 
V Vhat a Cuſhin too? | 
Pip, 
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Pip, I pray you cale your taile Sir. 

Juſt. Mary and will good fellow, twenty thanks. 

Pip. M, Hue as welcome as hartcan tel, or tong can think 

Hu. I thanke you M. Pipkin,[ hauc got many a good diſh 
of broth by your means. 

Pip. According cothe auncientcurteſic,you are welcome : 
according cothe time and place, you archartily welcome: 
when they are buſicd at the boord, we will hnd our (clues 
buſicd inthe buttery, and ſo ſweet Hngh according to eur. 
Schollers phraic, Grat#/or aducntum tunm. 

Hu. I will an{were you with the like,{weet Piphin gratras 
Pip. Asmuch grace as you will, butas little of it as you 
can good Huzh. But here comes more gucltes, 
Enterold Arthur, and old Luſam. 
Miſ. Ar. More ſtools andcuſhins for theſe Gentlemen. 
Old Ar. What M. Iuſtice Reaſoz arc you here? 
VV ho would hauc thought to hauc mer you in chis place? 
Ola Lu. VV hatliy minecyes, is Iuſticc Zeaſon here? 
Mountaincs may mcet and lo Þ ſee may we. 
Isft. Well, when men mect, they meet, 
Aud whenthey part, they ofc leauc one anothers company, 
So we being met, arc met. 
Old Lu, Truly you fay truc, 
And M, luſtice Reaſon ſpeakes but reaſon, 
To hearc how wilſcly men of law will ſpeake, 
Enter _Anſ(elme and Fuller. 
CAnſ. Good morrow Gentlemen. 
eMiſ. Ar. What are you there? 
Hſe. Good morrow Miſtris, and good motrow all, 
Inſt. If I may be ſo boldina ſtrange place, 
I ſay good mortow, and as muchto you, 
] pray Gentlemen will you fit downe : 
We haue beenc youg like you, and if you liuc 
Vnroour age, you will bc old like vs. 
Fw, 
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Ful. Bc rulde by rcaſon, but who's here? 
Enter CAminadab, 

Ami. Sa/uete omnes, and good day, 

To all ar once as [ may ſay, 

Firſt M. 1uftzce, next old 4rthnr, 

Thar giues me penſion by the quarter, 

To my good Miſtres and the reſt, 

Thar arcthe founders of this feaſt, 

In brieic | fpcake to Ones all, 

T hat to their mear intendto fall, 

1ait, Wellcomefir Aminadab, © my ſonne, 
Hath profited exceeding well with you, 

Sic gowne, fir downe by Miſtrcs Arthwrs leaue, 
Enter Young CArthur, young Luſam 
and miſtreſſe Mary. 

Ton, Ar. Gentlemen, welcome all, whilft I deliver 
Their priuate welcomes, wife, be it your charge 
Togiue this Gentlewoman entertainement, 

Miſ. 4r. Husband I will, O this is ſhe viurpes, 
The precious intereſt of my husbands loue: 
Though as I am a woman, I could well, 

Thrult ſfuchalcwvd companion out of dores, 

Yet as I am atrue obedient wife, 

I'de kifle her fect to do my husbands w:ll, 

Youarc intircly welcome Gentlewoman, | 
Jadeed you are, pray doc not doubt of tt. (neſty, 

a, | thanke you Miſtres Arthur,now by my little ho-e+ 
It much repents m2 to wrong fo chaſt a woman. 

T on. Ar, Gentlcs, put orc your icgs: firſt, M. Ju/face, 
Hetc you ſhall ſic. 

Int. And here ſhall Miſtris 4rthar fit by me: 

Ton. Ar, Pardon me ir, ſhe ſhall hauc my wifes place. 

Miſ. Ar. Ivdecd you ſhall, tor he will hauc itſo, 

Mary. If you will needs, but 1 ſhall do you wronge to take 
your placc, G. Old Lt, 
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014 Lu. T by my faith you ſhould. 
Miſt Ar. That is no wrong which we impute 1@ wrong, 
I pray you fir. 
701 Ar. Gentlemen all: I pray you ſcat your ſclucs : 
W hat fir 4minadab | know i your hcatt is « 
C4mi, Mum nota'word, Pax vobis, peace: 
Come Geatles, ile be of this meſle : e 
Tong Ar. So, who giues.thanks ? 
Ami. Sirthat will I* 
Ton, eAv. I pray you to it by and by, wheres Pipkes? 
W aitat the boord, let maſtcr Reaſons man 
Bc had into the Buttry, but firſt giuc him 
A napkin and atrencher : Well ſaid Hugh, 
Wairtat your Maſtcrs cilbow : Now ſay Grace : 
CAmi, Gloria Deoglirs, profacc, 
Attend mc now whilſt I ſay Grace : 
For bread and ſalt, for Grapes and malt, 
For fleſh and fiſh, and cuery diſh, 
Mutton and beefe, of all meates chicfe, 
For Cowhecles, Chittcrlings, tripes, and ſowſe, 
And other mcate thats in the houſe, 
For Racks, for Breaſts, for Legs, for loines, 
For pics, with Raiſins, and with proincs, 
For fritters, pancakes, and for frayes, 
For venſou paſtics and mincde Pies, 
Shcepes head and garlike, brawne and muſtard, | 
V Vaters, ſpiced Cakes, Tartes and Cuſtard: *; TA 
For Capons, rabbers, Pigges and Geeſe, #*} Ty 
For Apples, Carrawaics and Checſ:z: , » 
For all theſe and many mo, 
Benedicamns Domine 
All, Amen. 
luſt, lkon you thanks, but fir \minedeb, 
Is that your Schollec > Now I promiſe you 
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He 15 a toward ftripling ofthis age. 

Pip, Who T forſooth, yes indeed forſooth Iamhis Schol- 
ler, I would youſhould wellthinke, I hauc profited vader 
him coo, you ſhall hcarc ifhe will poſc me, 

0/4 Av. Ipray you, lets heare him. 

Ami, Huc ades Pipkin. 

Pip. Adſnm, 

Ami. Quot Caſus ſunt, how many Caſes are there 2 

Pip, Mary agrcat many. 

Ams. Well anſwered, a great many, there are ſixc, 
Sixc, a great many, tis well anſwered: - 

And which be they? - - 

Pip. A Bow caſe, a Cap caſe, a Combe caſe, a Lute caſe, 
A Field caſc, and a Candle caſe. 

Juſt. I know them all, azaine wellanſweredz 
Pray God my yoagelt boy profit no worſe. 

Ami, How many parſons arc there? 

Pip. He tell you as many as I know, 
it youlc giue me leaue to reckon then, 

Anf. I pretheedoe, 

Pip, The Parſon of Fanchurch, the parſon of Pancridge, 
and the Parſonof? - 

01d :Ar. Well fir about your bufines, now will T, 
Temper te Cup my loathed wite ſhall drinke, Extt,. 

OM «Ar. Daughter me thinks you are excceding ſad, 

Old Lu, Faxh daughter fo thou art exceeding fad: 

M1f. Ar. Tis but my countinance, for my heart is merry 
Miltrcs, were you as metry as youare welcome 
You ſhould not lic ſo iavly as you doe, 

Ma. Tis but becanic | amfeate. in your place, 

Which 1s fcequemed ſeldume with cue mirth, 
Cf. Ar, The tault is acither inthe placenos me, 
Awi. How ſay you L2y te him you laſt did lie by ? 
All is no more, Prebibo 11b;, * 
- Ga. _ 
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Aa. I thank you fir, Miſtres this draught ſhall be, 
To him that loucs both you and me, 
iſ. Ar, Iknow your mcaning 
Anſ. Now to me, 
If you hauc cither loue or charity. 
eMiſ. Ar. Heare M, 1sſticegthis to your grauc cares, 
A mournfull draught God wor, halfe winc balfe tearcs 
Iuft. Let come my wench, here yongſters to you all, 
You are ſilent, heer's that will make you talke, 
Wenches me thinks you fir itke puritans. 
Neuer a icſt abroad to make them laugh ? 
Ful. Sir, fincc you moue ſpecch of a puritan, 
If you will giue me audience, [ will tell yee, 
As good aicſt as cuer ye did kearc. 
Old zAr. A icſt, that's excellent. 
inſt. Bctorc hand lct's prepare our {clues to laugh, 
A icſt is nothing ifit bc not grac'd: 
Now, nov I pray you, when begins this icſt ? 
F«l, I camevntoe Puritane to woe hee, 
And roughly did falute her with a kiſle, 
Away quorh fhe, and rudely puſbt me fro her, 
Brother, by yca and nay [like nor this, 
Aud {tl with amorous talke ſhe was ſaluted, 
My artles ſpeech with ſcripture was confuted. 
O14 Lu. Good, good indeed, the belt that ere ljheard. 
Old Ar. Ipromile you it was exceeding, good, 
Ful, Ott 1 frequented her abroad by night, 
And courted her, avd [pake her wondrous taire ** 
Bur cucr ſomewhat did offend her fight, 
Either my double ruffe, or my long haire, 
My skarie was vaine, my garments hung too low, 
My Spanifh ſhae was Cut too broad at toe, : 
11, Ha, ha, the beſt that auer I heard. 
Ful, I partedtor thattime, aqd came and apaine. 
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Seeming to be conformde inlooke and ſpeech, 

My ſhoes were fharpe toc'd, and my band was plainc, 

Cloſe to my thigh, my mctamorphoſde brecch, 

My Cloake was narrow capde, my baite cur ſhorter, 

Off went my Scatrfle, thus marchde Ito the Porter, 
CA! Ha, ha, was cucr heard the like? 

 Ful, The Pgrter ſpying me, did Icad men 

WW here his faire miltres ſate rcadivg ona Chapter, 

Peace to this houſe quoth I, and thoſe within, 

W hich holy ſpcech with admiration wrapt her, 

And euer as I ſpake, aadcame her nic, 

Seeming diuine, turnd vp the white of cys. 

Isft, So,fo, what then, what then. 
Old Lu». Forward, I pray forward fir. 
Ful. I ſpakediunely, and [ cald her ſifter, 

And by this meancs we wereacguaintce well: 

By ycaand nay, I will quoth I and kilt her, | 

She bluſht and ſays, that long tongd men would tell, 

I {cemde to be as ſecret as the night 

And ſayd, I would put outthelight. 

Olde Ar, Infooth he would, a paſſing, paſſing ieft, 
Ful, O doe not (weare quoth ſhe, yet pur it out 

Becauſc I would not hauc you breake your oath, 

I telt abed there as I groapt abour, 

Introth quoth I, here will we reſt vs doth, 

Sweare you introth quoth ſhee, had you not ſworne 

I had nor don'c, but cooke it in foule faorne, 

Thea will you come quoth I :though I be loath, 

{le come quoth the, beit but to keepe your oath. 
Ift, Tis very prety, but now whean's the jcaſt, 
Old Ar. Otorward totheicalt many caſc, 

Old Lyſ. I would not for angcll looſethe ieft. 


 Ful Heres right the Dunghill-cocke that finds a pearle, 


Totalke of wit to thele, is as a map, 
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A pleaſant conceited Conedie, 
Shonldcaſt out Tewels to aheird of ſwine, 
Wi hy ta the laſt words did conſiſt rhe tealt; 
Old Ls. 1, inthe laſt words? ba, ha, ha, 
It was ancxccleat admircd icaſt, 
Tothem that vaderſtood it. 
Euter Yong Arthur with « cup of wine. 
1uft. It was indeed, [ muſt for faſhions ſake 
Say as they ſay, but otherwiſe O God; 
Good M. Arthur thanks for our goodcheare. 
Ton, Ar. Gentlemen welcome all, now hearc me ſp cake 
One ſpeciall cauſe that mou'd me lead you hither, 
Is for ancient grudge that hath long ſince, 
Continucd ewixc my modeſt wifeand me, 
The wrongs that I haue done her, I recanr, - 
Incicher hand I holda feucrall cup, 
This inthe right hanJ, wife I drinke to thee, 
This inthelcir hand, pcldge me ia this draught, 
Burying all former hatred, ſo hauc iothce : He drinkes, 
Miſ. Ar. The welcom'tt pledge that yet [ euer tooke, 
W ere this Wine poylon, or did taſt ike Gall, 
The honey fwect condition of your draught, 
W ould make it drinke like Near: I will pledge you 
Were the alt that [ ſhould-cuer drinke, 
Toz. Ar. Make hat account, thus Geatlemen you ſee: 
Our late diſcord brought to an vaity, 
Ami. Ecce quam bonum & quam in cundum, 
Eſt habitaze fratres vnun : 
0a ar. My heact doth raft rhe ſwectnes of your pledge; 
And I am glaJco lee this ſwee accord. | 
01d Lu, Gladquotha, chere is not once amongſt ys 
But may beexcceding glad: 
1u/7. Il am, I marry amT, that Tam, 
Yon. Lu, [he belt accord that could betide their loves 
4nſ. The worſt accord that could baide my louc. 
Am, 


Lew 10 chooſe a good Wilfe from a back 
Al about to riſe. 
Ami. W bat, riffng, Gentles? keepe your places, 
Ilecloſe vp your ſtowacks with a grace, 
0 domine, & chare Pater, 
Thatgiv'ſt vs wine in ſtead of water, 
And from the Pond and Riuer clearec, 
Mak'iſt nappy alc, and good March Beete, 
That ſend'ſt vs ſundry ſorts of meate, 
And cuery thing we drinke or cate, 
To maidcs, to wincs, to boycs, to men, 
Laus Deo ſancte, Amen, 
Tong Ar. So much good doe yeall, and Gentlemen, 
Accept your welcomes better then your cheere. 
Od Linſ. Nay ſo we do, Ile giue you thankes for all, 
Come Maſter, 1uſtice, you do walke our way, 
And M. Arthur, and old Hugh your man, 
Wi ccle be the firſt will Kraine curtefie, 
uſt, God bc with you all. 
Exeunt ola Arthur Luſam and luſtice 
Ami. Proximus ego ſum, Ile be the next, 
And man you home, how ſay you Lady ? 
Tow, Ar, I pray you do, good fir Aminadas : 
Mary. Sir, if it be not too much troubleto you, 
Let me intreat that kindoefle at your handes. 
Aminadab I meat, fic, no, ſweet lafle command ; 
Sic ſo nunc, now take the ypper hand. 
He mans her away. 
Ton, Ar. Come witc, this mecting was all for our ſakes, 
T long to ſec the force, my poyſon takes, 
Miſt, Ar. My deate, deare husband,in exchange of hate, 
My louc and heart ſhall on your ſeruice waite. 
Exeunt Arthur and his wife, 
Anſc So doth my loue one thee, but long no more, 
To her rich louc, thy {eruice is too poore, 


Full 
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A peaſant. conceited Com lit, 

Full. For ſhame no more, you had beſt expolulate 
Your loue with cuery ſtranger, leaue theſe fighes, 
Andchange themco tamiltar conkerence. 

Anſ. Thruſt me the vertues of yong Arthurs wife, 

Her Conſtancy, modeſt humility, | 

Her patience, and ad niredtemperance, 

Hauec made me lone all wornen kind the betecr, 
Enter Pipkin. 

P;p, O my Miſtris, my Miltris, he's dea1, ſhe” s oone, 

lhe's dead, ſhe's gone, 

Anſ. \W hat's that he laycs? 

Pip. Out of my way,(tand batke] yall ioy from earth 
is fled, 

Sheisthis day as cold as clay, my Miſtris ſhe is dead: 
O Lord, my Miſtris, my miſtris, Exit, 

Anſ, W har, Miltris Arthur dead? my ſoule is vaniſht, 
And the worlds wonder fromthe world quite baniſht; 

O ſamiike, my pain2 growes worle and worſe, 
I amquitc ſtrokethorow with this late & i\courſe. (ſhame, 

Ful, VV hat, faiats thou man)? [lc lead che hence for 
Swone at the tidinges ofa womans death : 

Intollcrable, and be yond all thought, 
Come my | ucs foole, giueme thy hard to leade, 
"This div 0nc body and two hearts arc ded. Extunt. 

Yong Lf. But how 5 ſhe was aſ\vell as well mi izhe be, 
And on ihe ſo. Jaiac dead, roy inexcel: 

Ha:h ouz-run her poore deſturoed ſoule, 

lieaterand fee how maſter Arthur takes it, 

His former hate tarre more ſuſpitious makes i Ext, 
Enter Hugh : an4 after Pipkin. 

©, My Maiſtcr hath leit bis Glou:s bchind, where he 
(ate ins chaire,and hath ſerit me to ferch them: it is luch an 
o:d !nadge, hecte not looſe the dropping of his noſe, 

Pipkin, © Miitcis, O Hugh, O Hngh, O Mitris, Huzh,\l 
muſt 
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muſt nceds beate thee, I am mad, I am lunatike, I muſt fall 
ypon thee, my miltris is dead, 
Hugh O Maiſter Pipkin, what doc you meanc, what doe 
you meane M. Pi phin? 
Pip. O Hngh, OM ſtris,O Miſtris, O'#2h. 
Hugh. O Pipkin, O God, O God,© Pipken, 
Pip. O Hugh, lam mad, bearc with me, I camot chuſe : 
Odcath, O miſtris, O death.,, 
; Hugh, Death quorha,he hath alwoſt made me dead with 
catin 
" Enter Reaſon, old Arthur, and old Luſam. 
lIuft. 1 wonder why the knaue my man ſtaics chus, 
And comes not backe: fee where the villaine loiters. 
Enter Piphin. | 
Bra, OM. Iaftice, «4, Arthur, cM. Luſam, wonder not 
why [thus blow and bluſter,my.miſtris is dead,dead is my 
M1iſtris, and thercforc hang your (clucs, O my miſtris, my 
miſtris, my miſtris. | 
O/d Ar, My ſonnes wife dead? 
O1d Luf, My daughter? 
Emtcr Young _Arthur, mourning. 
Juſt. Miſtris Arthur ? here comes.her husband. 
Ton. Ar. Ohcrethe wofulſthusban1 comes aliuc, ' 
No husband now, the wight that did vphold 
T hatiame of husban.{;1s now quite o'cethrowney 
Aud | amleit ahaples widower, 
Oli Ar. Faine would I ſpeake it griefe would ſuffer me. 
01d Lu. As Maiſter Arthar layes, ſolay I, 
It gricic would ct me, | would weepine dic, 
To be thus haplcs in my aged yearcs, 
O, I would ipcake but my words mcltto teates, 
Ton, Ai, Goin, go, and view the {wectelt coarſe 
That crc was laid vpon a mowmntull roome, 


You cannot tpcake,to: weepwy lorruwes dumime, 
H. Bad 
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Bad news are rrſe, good tidings ſeldome come, —=Exenur, 
Enter Anſelme. 
Anſ. W hat frantick humour doththus haunt my ſence, 
Striung to breed deftruQion 11 my (pirit ? 
W hen | would {lcepe, the Ghoſt of my ſweete louc 
Appcares vmo me in an Angels ſhape: X 
When Iam wake, my phantaſics prefents, 
As in agaifle, the ſhadow oitmy loue: 
When4 would fpeake her name intrudes it {elfe 
Into the perfe& ecchoes of my tpecch : 
And though my thought beger ſome other word, 
Yet will myronguefpeake nothing but her name. 
If Ido meditatertis on her, 
It dreame, en her; or d1\courſe, on her, 
Irhinke her Ghoſt doth hauvac mc, as in times 
Ot former darncflc;'old wiues tales report. 
Enter Fuller, 
Hee comes, my bitter Genus, whoſe adnice, 
Dice&s mc till in all my aftions, 
How now, from whence come you? 
Ful. Faich from the {treet, in which, as T paſl'd by, 
1met,the modeſt miſtris Ar7hurs Coarlc, 
And after her, as morners, firſt her husband, 
Next InſticeReaſon, then old M., Arthar, 
-Old M. &uſ/am, andyong Luſem too, 
W ith many other kiastolke, neighbours, freades, 
And others, that lamenther tunerall : 
Her body is by this, layd in the vault.” 
Arſ, Ai dinthatyault my body Lwill lay, 
I prethce leave me, thicher is my way. 
Ful. lamfure youicſt, you meanc not as you ſay? 
Anſ. No, no, lle but go co che Church and pray. 
Ful, Nay, then we ſhalbe rroubled with your humor. 
Anſ. As cuci thou didit loue mc, or as eucr, 
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haw to chooſe a gaod Wife from.a bat. 
Thoudidſtdelightin my ſocicty, -* 
By all the rights of friendſhip anJ otloue 
Ler me intreat thy avb{gnce but one houre, 
And atthe houres end, | will come to thee, 
| Ful, Nay, if you will be toolifh, and palt reafon, 
Ie waſh my hands like Plate, fromthy folly, 
And (ſuffer thee in thele extreamitics, 
0 Exlt, 
Anſ. Now it is night: and the bright lamps ofheauca 
Arc halte burnt out: now bright Adclboya, 
Welcomes the chearctull day ſtarre to the Eaſt, 
And harmles tt:lnes hath poſlcls'd the world, 
This is the Church, this hollow is the yaulc. 
WW here the dead body of my Saint remaincs, 
And this the Coftin that inſhrines her body, 
For her bright ſoulc is now in Paradiſe, 
My comming, is with no intent of fiance, 
Or codchile the body of che dead, 
Bur rather take my laſt farewell of her, 
Or languiſhing, and dying by her fade, 
My airy (oule polte after hers coheauen, 
Firſt, wich this lateſt k:ſTc I feale my Joue : 
Her lips are watme, and [| am much decciud, 
Itchar ſhe {tir not, O this Go'gotha, 
This place of dead mens bones 15xerrible, 
Preſenting fearefoll apparitions. 
NMiſtris Arthur in the Tombe.. 
It is ſome ſpirit that inthe Coflin lyes. 
Aud makes my haire tart vp on cad with feare, 
Cometothy tclfc faint hearc, ſhe ſits ypright, 
O [I would hide me, but 1 know not where, 
Tuſh, it it be a ſpirit, tis a good ſpirit, 
For veich her body hung, ill ſhe knew not, 
And with her body dead, ill cannut axcdole. 
| Rn: Miſt, &r, 


CA pleaſant conceited Comedie. 


Miſ. 4r. Whoam I? orwheream1? 
Anſ. O ſhe ſpcakes, and by her language now I know 
ſhcliues, 
Miſ. Ar. O who can tcllme where 1 am become. 
For in thts darkeneſlc I have loſt my (clfe, 
I am nor dead, for | haueſei 1c and life, 
How come then inthis Coffin buried? 
An. Anſelme,bchold ſhcliues, and Deſtiny 
Hath traind thee hither to redeemne her life, 
Miſ. Ar, Lives any mongſt theſe dead? none but my ſelfe. 
HAnſ. O yes, a man whole heart till now was dead, 
Liucs and ſurvines at your returne to life : 
Nay ſtart not, I am A#ſe/me, one who long, 
Hath dotcd on your faire pertcion, 
And louing you, more then became me well, 
W as hither ſent by ſome ſtrange prouidence, 
To bring you fromthele hollow vaults below, 
Tobcaliucr in the worldagaine. ; 
Mif. Ar. I voderſtatid you, and I thanke the heauens, 
That ſcat you to reuiue me from this feare, 


And I imbrace my _ with good will, 


Enter Amimnadah with two or three boyes, 
Ami: Mane tins lefFumn'fuge mellem diſcute ſomnnum, 
T empla petas ſupplex & vener are Dewum. (pray 


Shake oft thy ſicepe, get vp betimes, goto the church and 
And neuer feare, God will thee hearezand keepe thee al} the 
Good counſell, boycs obſeruc it, mai ke it well, (day 
T tis carly fifiog o,this dilucels. 
Is good borh tor your bodyes and your mwindes. 
Tis not yet day, giue me my Tinder-box, 
Mecane time vuloſc your fatchels, and your bookes, 
D:aw, «raw, and take youro your leſſons boyes. 
1. Boy. O Lord maſter, whars that in the white ſheete 2 
Ami, In the white ſheete my boy, Dic vbr, where ? 


Boy. 
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Boy. Yide Maſter, vide i//ie there. 
Ami, O Domine, domine, keepe vs from cuill, 
A charme from fleſh, the world and the duucll. 
Exeunt running. 
Miſ. Ar. Otell me not my husband was ingrar, 
Or that he did attempt co poyſon me, 
Or that he laide me heare, and I was dead, 
Theſe are no mieancs at ail to win my louc. 
Anſ. Sweet Miſtris bequeath you tothe carth, 
You promit'd him to be h1s wife till death, 
And you haue kept your promilc,but now ſince 
The world, your husband, and your friends ſuppoſe 
That your arc dead, grant n-e but one requeſt, 
And[ will ([wcare ncucr to follicite more 
Your ſacred thoughts to my diſhoneſt lou. 
Mi. Ar. So your demaund may be no preiudice 
To my chaſt name, no wrong vuto my husband, 
No ſuce that may concei ne my wedlocke bicach, 
I yeeld vnto it; but to paſſe che bani'M@t modeſty & chaſtity, 
Firſt will { bequeath my (cl'c againe 
Vntothis grave, and neuer part from hence, 
Then taint my (ovule with black impurity 
Anſ. Take here my hand and faithfull heartto gage, 
Thar | will never rept you more to finne : 
Thu my requeſt is, ſwice your husband doatgs 
Vponalewd laſcimous curtezan; 
Since he hath broake the bandes of your chaſt bed, 
And like a murderer ſciit you to your grauc, 
_ Do butgo with mc to my mothers houſe, 
There thall you liue 1n ſ<cret fora ipace, 
Onely to fcethe end of fuch lewdlult, 
And know the difference of achatt wines bed, 
And one whole htc is 11 all looſcneſſc led, 
Miſ. Ar, Your mother isa vertuvus Matron held, 
| H 3, Hee 
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Her counſell, conference and company, 

May much auat'c me, therea ſpace ile ſtay, 
Vpon condition as you fayd before, 

You ncuer will m2 ic your vncialt ſut2 more. 

Anſ. My farhis pawi'd, Oncucr had chaſt wite, 

A husband of {olewd and vachaft lite. Exeunt. 
Enter Mary, Brabo and Splay. 

Bras, Miſtcis, I log hauc ſcru'd you, cuen fince 
Theſe briſled haires ypon my graue-hikechinne, 
Weereall yn borne, when [ firſt came to you, 

Theſe infant feathers of theſe rauen wings, 
VV ere not once? begun. 

Splay. No indeed they were not. 

Bri, Now in my two muchatocs for a need, 
Wantivg a rope, I could well hang my fclte, 

I prethce Miſtris for all my long {eruice, 

F-rall che louc that { haue borne theelong, 

Do me this fauour now to marry mc, 
EntFYoung Arthur, 

Mes. Marry, com: vp you block-head, you great afle, 

What, would(t chou haue mo marry wich a diucll? 
But pcacc, no more, here comes the ſeely fooke 
That welo long haucſct our lime twigs for, 

Be go:candlcauc me tointangle him, 
Tonz Ar. What, Miitris Mary. 
M1, O 3001M. Arthur, wicre have you beene this 
weeke, this mouta,chis yeare? 
This yearc fud |, where hauc you beene this age, 
Vato alouzr, cuery minute fezimes time our of mind, 
MH ow ſhould Ichinke you loue me 
T hat can endure to ſtay ſolong from me? 
Yon, Ar, In taithfweer heart I law thee yeſternight, 
Ma. Itrue, you dtd, butfiixce you fawe me uor, 
At twelue aclocke you parted icom my houle, 
And 
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And now tis morning, and new ſtrucken ſeaucn, 
Seuen howers thou (taid!t from me, why didlt chou (@ 
They are my ſcuen yeares prentiſhip of wo. 
Ton. Ar. I prethee be patient, I had ſome occaſion 
Thar did inforce me from thee yeſter-o1ght, 
Ma. I, you arc ſooncinforc'd, toole that I am, 
Todotc on one that nought reſpeeth me, 
T is but my fortune, I am borneto bear it, 
And cucry one ſhall hauc their deſtiny. 
Yon, Ar. Nay weepc not.wench,thou woundſil mce 
withthy tcarcs. 
Mary. I ama foole, and ſo you make me too, 
Theſeteares werc beter kept, then ſpent in waſt 
On one that neither renders them nor me, 
W hat remedy, but it I chance todic. 
Or to miſcarry with thar | goe withall, 
Ie take my death that thou art cauſethereof, 
You told me, that whcn your wite was dead 
You would torſfake all others, and take me. 
Ton. ar. I told thee ſo, and I will keepe my word 
And for that end I came thus catcly to thee, 
I haue piocur'd alicence and this night 
We will be married in alawlefle church. 
Ma. Theſe newcs revige me, and doe ſome what caſe 
The thought that was gotten to my heart, 
But hall it be ronight 2 
Ton. Ar. | wench to night- 
A ſcnnight and od dayes fince my wile dicd, 
Is paſt alrcady, aad her timcles death, 
Is but a nine dayes talke, come go with me, 
And it ſhall be diſpatcht preſently. 
Ma. Nay, thcn I ſee thou loueſt me, and I find, 
By this laſt motion, thou art growne more kind, 
Tow, Ar, My louc aud kindueflc uke my aye ſhail grow, 
Aud 


A pleaſant conceited Comedie, 
And with the time increaſe, and thou ſhalt ſee, 
The older I grow, the kin.ter I will be. 
Ma. I, 1» I hope itwill, bur as for mine, 
Tirat with my age ſhall day ,by day declinc, 
Come ſhall we go? 
Yong Ar. With thee tothe worlds end, 
W hoſe beauty molt admire, and all commed. 
Exerunt, 
Enter Anſelme and Fuller. 
Anſ. Tis tracas | relate the circumlitance, 
And ſhe 1s with my mother ſafe at home, 
But yec for all the hate I canalledge 
Agaialt her husbanJ, nor for the loue, * | 
That on mine owne part I can vrge herto, "fs 
Will ſhee be wonac to gratifiemy love  * 
Ful. Ail things are full of ambiguity, 
And [ aimire this wondrous accidegr, 
But _Anſclne, Arthur*s about anew wifc, a bene robe, 
How will ſhee cake ic whea the heates this newes ? 
Anf. | thinke cucn as a vertuous Matron ſhould 
Ic may be that report may from thy mouth 
Begct ſome pitty from her flinty heate, 
AnJ I will vrgc her withit preſently, 
Ful, Valcflc report be fallc, they arelinkt already, 
They ate taſt as words can tizrhem: I will tell chee, 
How [ by chance did meete him thelaſt might, 
Oaclayd rome, this Arthur did entend 
Tohweca witc, and preſcnily ro matiry : 
Amidltthe ſtrcer, | met himas my frend, 
And to his louea preſent he did carry, 
Fr was ſoinc Ring, lome Sromacher or toy, 
] ſpake co him and bad, God giue him toy : 
Gad giue me toy quoth he, of what l pray : 
Marcy quoth I, your weddiag that 15 toward, 
Tis 
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Tis fall: quoth he, and would hane gone away, 
Come, comec,quoth I,ſoneare it, andſo forward, 
I v:gde him hard by our familiar loues, 
Pray'dhim withall, oot to forget my gloues : 
ly Thenhe began; your kindneſle hath beene great, 
Your curteſiec great, and your loue not common, 
Yet ſs much fauour pray let me intreat 
Tobecexcutde from knowing any woman 
I knery the wench that is become his Bride : 
And imilJto thinke how. dcepely he had lide. 
For firtt he ſwore, he did not Court a maide, 
A wifc he could nor, ſhe was clſc where ride : 
And as for ſuch as widdowes were, he ſayd, 
AnJdcepcly ſwore, none ſuch ſhould be his Bride, 
VW 1ddow, nor wife, nor maid, I asktnomorec, 
Knowiag he was bctroth'd vato a whore. 
Enter « Miſlris Arthur. 

eAn. Is itnot miſtris Mary, that you meanc, 
She that dic dine with ys at Arihurshoule # 

Ful. The fame, the ſame, here come the Gentlewoman, 
Oh miſtris Arrhar, T am of your counicll, 
Welcome trom death to lite, 

Anſ. Mitris this Gentleman hath news to tell ye, 
Andas youhke oft, ſothinke of mc. 

Full, Your husbaud hath alrcady gota wife, 
A butting wcnch yfaith, whoſe ruffling filkes 
Make with their motion, muſicke ynto louc, 
And you arc quite forgotten. 

nf. IT haue {wronc to moue this my vnchaſt demand 
10 more. 

Ful. When doth your colour change? 
WW hen doth your cycs ſpaik.e with ficxeto reueng theſe 
WroOngs ? 
W thicn doth your tonpg breake into rage and wrath, 
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Againſt that ſcum of manhood, your vitc husband, 
He firſt miſul'd you. 
Anſ. And yet can you louc him? 
Ful. He lett your chaſt bed, to defile the bed, 
Ot ſacred marriage with a curtezan. | 
Anf. Yetcan you lou= him ? 
Ful, And not content with this, 
Abus'd your honeſt name with flaundrous wordes, 
And fild your huſtt houſe with vaquictnefle, 
Anſ. Andcan youlouehim yet? 
Ful. Nay did hc net with his rude fingers 
dah you on the face. 
And double dic your corrall lips with bloud? 
Hath hc not torne thoſe Gold-wiars from your head 
W herewith polio, would haue ſtrung his barpe, 
And kcepe them to play mulicke to the Gods? 
Hath he not beat you and with his rude fiſts, 
Vpon that crimſon temperature of your cheeks, 
Laid a lcad colour with his boiſterous blowes? | 
Anſ. And can youloue him ye? 
Ful. T hen did he nor, 
Either by poyſon, or ſome other plot, 
Send you todcath, where, by his prouidence, 
God hath prefer ud you by. wondrous miracles ? 
Nay, atcer death, hath he nor {candaliz'd, 
Your placc with an immodeſt curtezan : 
An{. And can youloue him yet ? 
Ai. Ar. And yet, and yet, and (hill, and ener whil 
I breati1 this aire: 
Nay, afct dvath, my vouſubſantiall foulc, 
Like a goo i Anyell, thall artend onhim, 
And kicpe hint m all tarme. 
But 1: he 7444 © much good do is heart, 
Pro {, 00440 mav.corent him beter far, 


Than 


how to choſe a 2004 Wife from a bat, 
Than T ſave done : long may they ine in peace, 
11! [ aiſtnrbe their ſslace ; but becauſe, 
] tearc ſome milchiefe doch hang o'1e his head, 
[lc weepe m:r.eey2s drie with my preſentcare, 
And for their healths make hoaife my rong with prayer. | 
E xit, 
Ful, Art (urc ſhe 1s a woman? tif ſhe be, 
She is create of Natures purity, 
Anſ. O yes, I too well know the is a woman, 
Hence torth my ycrtue ſhall my 1-ue withitand, 
And on my |triuiog thoughts get th*vpper hand. 
Ful. Then thus reſolu'dT (traight will dcinke tothee 
A hcalththus deepec, to drowne thy melancholy. 
E x(unt, 
Enter e Mary, youne ArthursBrabo, and Splay. 
Aa. Not haue my will, yes I will have my will, 
Shall not I goabroad, but when youplcaſc? 
Can I not now and then meecte with my friendes, 
Burt at my comming home you will controle me? 
Mary come vp. 
Ton, Ar, \N herc art thou paticnce? 
Nay rather where's become my former (pleenc? 
T nad a wite wonld not hauc vide me fo. 
M1, \V hy you lacke fawce, you Cnckold, you watt 
n0t what, am not I otage fufficient? | 
Togoe and come ſtill when my pleafure {crues, 
But uit [ have you far toqueſtion me ? 
Nothauc my will? yes, I will have my will. 
702, Ar, Thada wite would not haue vid me fo, 
But the 1s dead. 
Zr.i. Nothaucher will, fir ſke fhallhauc her will, 
She (ayes ſhe will, and fir I ſay ſhee ſhall : 
Not hauc her will, that were aicft indecd., 
\V ho ſaycs fhe ſhall nor, if I bee diſpoſde, 
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To man her forth, who ſhall finde fault with it: 
VW hats he that darcsfay black's her cye ? 
Th--ugh you be marrycd fir, yet you muſt know 
That ſhe was cucr borne to hauec her will, 

Splay. Not haue her will, Gods paſſion, I fay ſtill, 
A womau's no body that wants her will, 

Ton. Ar. Where is my ſpirit, what, ſhall I enaintaine, 
A ftrumper, with a Brabo, and her bawdc, 
To beard mc out of my authority ? | 
What, am [ from a maifler made a flaue ? 

Mas. Altlauc; Nay worlc,doſt thou maintaine my man 
And this my maids Tis I maincaine them both, 
Iam thy wifc, I will not be dreſt fo 
While thy gold laſtes, but then moſt willingly 
I will bequeath thee to flat beggary, 
I do already hate thee, do thy work, 
Nay touch me it thou dar*ſt, what ſhall he beate me 3 

Bra, Ile make him leekehis fingers mongſt the dogs. 
Thar dares to crouch my Miſtris never teare, | 
My ſword ſball ſmoth the wrinkles of his browes, 
"That bends a frowne ypon my miſtris, 

Ton. Ay. 1 hada wite would not haue yide me (o, 
Buc God 1s iuſlt, 

Mary, Now Arthur, it ] knew, 
What inthis world would moſt torment thy ſoule, 
That 1 would do: would all my cuill viage 
Could niakethee ſtrait diſpaire, and hang thy ſclfe. 
Now I remember, where is Arthurs man 
Pipt;r,thar flanz, go turne him out of doores, 
None tiat lacs Arthar ſhall hauc houſe-rome hecre. 

Enter Pipktn, 

Yonder he comes, Erabo dilcharg the fellow, 

Tow, Av. Shall I be oucr-mailtrcd 1n my owae; 
Be thy telie 4ribar, trumpet he ſhall itay. 
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C114. What ſhall he Brabo, ſhall he miſtris Splay? 
Era. Shall he? he ſhall not? breathes there any liuing 

Dares ſay he ſhall, when Brabo, fayes he ſballnor 
 _ Ton. Ar, [stherc any law for this; ſhe is my wife, 

Should I complaine, I ſhould be rather mockt : 

I amcontente, keepe by thee whom thou iſt. 
Diſcharge whem chou thinktft good, do what thou wilc 
Riſe, go to bed, ſtay at home, go abroad, 

At thy good plcaſure, keepe all companies : 

Sothattor all this, I may haue but peace, 

Bevnto meas I waste my witc, 

Onely giuc me what I denyed her then. 

A little louc, and ſome ſmall quictneſle, 

It he diſpleaſc thee, trurnc him out of doores. 

Pip. V Vho me; turne me our of dores; is this all the wa- 
ges I ſhall hauc atthe yearcsend,to be turned out of doores ? 
you Niſtris,youarc a: | 

Splay. A, whats ſpeake, a what 5 touch her,and touch me, 
raint her and taine me, ſpeake, ſpeake, a what ? 

Pip, Marry a woman that is kin to the troſt, 

Splay, How do you meane that? 

Pip, And you arc a kinto the Laitin word,to vnderkand. 

Splay. And whats that (dublers; 

Pip. Subaudi, Subaudt : and (ir do you not to yſc pinke 

Splay. And why 3 

Pip. lrooke you for a Cutter, you are of great kinred; 
YOu are a COMMON courzener, cucry body cals you couſen: 
beſides, they ſay you arc a yery good wattener, you haue 
beene an 015 Cony -cacher : but 1i I becurned a begging, as 
I know not what am burue ico, aid that you euer come 
to the {ayd trade, as nothing is vnpoſſible; le ſer all the com- 
mon weaita ot beggers on your back, aid all the congrega» 
tion of yermin fhal be pur to your keeping, & then it you be 
not more bitten then all the company of beggers bcfides, 
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A plerſunt conceite! Cometie, 
Tlenot haze my will : Zowns trun'd out ofdores, Ile go and 
{ct vp my trade,adiſh to drink jnthat | have within, 2 wallet 
that [le make of an old ſhirt,then my ſpzcch, for the Lories 
lake, I beſeech your worſhip, ther T mult haue a lame leg, [le 
70cto {oot-ball, and breake my ſhinncs, and I am promded 
for that, 
Bri, WW hat ſtands the villaine prating,hence you flauc. 
E x1t Pipkim. 
Yong Ar. Artthou yet pleaſilc ? 
Ma. When | hauc had my humor. 
Tonz Ar. Good tricnds,for manners ſake, a while with- 
Bri, Itis ourplcaſure fir,to {tand aſide. (draw. 
Ton. Ar. Miry,what cauſe hadſt thou tovic me thus, 
From nothing, [ hauc ray{de thee to mach wealth, 
T was more then I did owe thee : many a pound, 
Nay many a hundred pound I ſpent on thee 
In my wiucs time: and once, but by my meanes, 
Thou hadit been in mach danger : but in all thinges, 
My Parte and credite ener bore thee our, 
I did not owe thee this, | ha ia wite 
That would hauc laid: ter felte +15 + my feet 
Todoc mc ſervice, her I jor ar cone” 
torche enrirc aftefton ] by ft 
To ſhew that I bane lou's thee, bane | nor 
Abovuc all women madecinetc choice of thee ? 
An argument ſuthcient of my louc, 
VV hat reafon then haſt thou ro wrong me thus ? 
Mai. Itis my humour, 
Yon, Ar. Obut ſuch humors honeſt wiucs ſhould purge 
Ile ſhew checatar greater toſtance yer, 
Of che true louc that I have borne to thee, 
T hou knewelſt my other wife, was ſhe nor faire ? 
Mea. So, fo. 
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Lew to cheofe a good Wife fgom a bad, 
Yong Ar. But more than faire, was ſhe not yertucus, 
Indued with the beauty of the 1nd ? 
Ma. Faith ſo they ſayd. 
Tong Ar. Hatkc in thine carc, Tle truſt the with my lite, 
Then which what grcater inſtance of my loue : 
Thou knewit full well how fodaincly ſhe dide, 
To cnioy thy louc, cucuthen I poyloned her. 
Ma. How poyloned het ? accuſed muntherer, 
Tlering this tatall Jarum wo all cates, 
Than which what greater inſtance of my bate. 
70m, «Ar. Wiltthou not keepe my counlell? (her 
Ms. Viilan, no: thou'it poylon meas thou haſt poylou! 
Ton, Ar, Doolt thou reward me thus for ali my loue? 
Then CArihaer, flic and fecke to fave thy life 
O difference twixt a chaſt and vnchaſt wite. F xit, 
Ma. Purſue the murthcrer, apprehend him ſtraight. 
Bra, Why whats the matter Miltris, 
Aa, This Villane 4rthvr, poyſoned bis firſt wite, 
VW hich he in ſecret hath conteſt to ine: 
Goe and fetch warrants fromthe Juſtices, 
To attach the murthercr, be once hany'd anc dead, 
His welch is minc: purſue the flaue thars fled. 
Bra. Miſtris I will, he ſhall not paſle this land. 
But I will bring him bound with this {tropg hand. 
Exeunt. 
Enter Miſlris Arthar, 
Miſt. Ar. O what arte the yaine plealurcs of the world, 
That iy their ations we afte& them fo 2 
Had [ beene borne aſeruant, my low life, 
Had ſteady flovde from ll theſe milerics, 
The waung rcees ſtand tie rom every guſt, 
W henthetale{*kes are 1 evit vp by the cootrs, 
VV hat 1s vaine beauty, bj& 23 ide breath, 
VV hy ate we proud ottha which fo foone changes ? 
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A plerſant conceites Comedie, 
Bur rather wiſh the beauty of the mind, 
V Vhich ncither Time can alter, fickneſſe change 
Violencedeface, nor the blacke hand of enuy 
Smudge and digrace, or ſpoile, or make deform'd. 
Ohbad my riotous hutband boruethis mind, 
He had beene happy, I had becece more bleſt, 
Aad pcace had brought our quiet ſoules to rg/t 
Enter young Arthur poorely. 

Tos. Ar. O whither ſhall I flic to ſaue my life, 
VW hen murther and difpaire dogsat my heeles, 
Omilery, thou neucr found a {riend, 
All fr:cnds torſake men in adverſity, 
My brother hath denide to ſuccour me, 
Vpbraiding me with name of murtherer, 
My vkles double barre their dores againſt me, 
My father hath deaide to ſhelter me, 
And curſ-ic me worſe than Adam did vic Exe, 
I that wukin theſe ewo dayes had moretricndes, 
Than I could number wich Aritbmetike 
Hauc now no m »rechan one poore cipher is, 
And tha poore cypherlI ſupply my iclte, 
All that I durit commut my fortunes to, 
I hauccried,and found none to relicue my wants, 
My ſodaine flight, and fearc of tuture ſhame, 
Lett me vaturniſht of all neceſfaries, 
And thele three daycs I haue not taſted fool. 

Miſe. It is my husband O how iuſt is heauen, 
Poorcly ci{gaifde, and almoſt hunger-ſtarude, 
How comes this change ? 

Yon, Ar. Doth no man follow me? 
O how (ufpitious guilty murder is, 
I ſtaruc for hunger, and die for thirſt, 
Had [ a kingdome, I would ſell my Crowae, 
For aimall bir of bread : I (hamceto beg, 

And 
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And yet perforce I malt, or beg, or ſtarue. 
This houle beloags to foine Gentiewoman, 
And hect's a woman, [ will beg of her: 
Goud miſtris looke ypon a paore mans wants : 
Whomdo [ (ce? Tuth Arthas, ſhe is dead, 
But that I ſaw her dead and buried, 
I would haueſworne it had beenc Arthurs wife 
But I will leauc her, ſhame forbids me beg, 
On one ſomuch reſembles her. 
Miſ. Ar. Comehither fellow, whertore doſt thou tune, 
Thy guiltv lookes and bluſhing face aſide? 
It ſcemes thou haſt nor beene brought vp tothis, 
Yon. Ar, You ſay truc Miltris : then for charity, 
And for her ſake whom you reſemble moſt, 
Pirty my preſent want and miſery. 
eMiſ. Ar. It ſeemes thou haſt beene in fome birter plight 
S:r dowue I prethee, men though they be poore, 
Should not be ſcorn'd : to calc thy hunger, firſt, 
Eate theſe conſarues, and now I prethee tell me 
W hatchou haſt beene, thy fortunes, thy eſtate, 
And what ſhe was that i reſemble molt. 
Ton, Ar. Firlt, looke that no man ſee, or ouer-heare vs, 
I chinke that ſhape was borne to do me goo 1, | 
Miſ. Ar. Hait thou knowne one that did refl:mbvle me? 
Tov. Ar. Mililtis, I cannotchuſc but weepe, 
To ca!l te mind the fortunes of her yourh, 
iſ. Ar, Ot what eltate or birth was ſhe? 
Ton, Ar. Borne of good patents, and alwell broughe vp, 
Molt fairc; but not fo faire as yertuous, 
Happy inall things ; but her mariage, 
Her riotous husband, which I weepeto thinks, 
By his lewde life made them both miſcarrie. 
Miſ.e Av. Why doſt thou grecue at their aduerfities? 
Tos. Ar. O blame mc nor, that man my kioſman was, 
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Neater to mee a Kinſman could not bee: = 
As ncareallicd was that chaſte woman too, 

Neater was ncuer Husbaud to his Wite : 

Hce whom [ tearnt'd my Friend,no friend of mine, 

Proouing both mine and his owne enemic, 

Poyloned his witez O the time he did fo, , 

loycdat her death, inhumane ſlave ro doeſo, 

Exchang'd her louc for a baſe Strumpets luſt, 

Foule wretch,accurſed villaine,to exchange ſo. 

Mi, Ar. You are wiſe,and bleſt,and happy to tepent fo: 
But what became of him and his new wite? 

Yon. Ar. O hearethe juſtice of the higheſt Gleauen, 
This Strumpetin reward of all his.Joue, 

Purſucs him for the death of his frſt wife, 
And now the wotull husband languiſheth, 
Flies, being purſu'd by her fierce hate, 

And now too late, hee doth repent his flanc, 
Readic to periſh in his owne diſpaire, 
Hauiog no meanes but Death, to rid his care, 

Mi. Ar. I can indure no more,but I muſt weepe, = | 
My blabbing teares cannot my counſell keepe. 

Yon. Ar. Why weepe you Miltris? if you had the heart 
Ofher whom you reſemble in yeur face 5 | 
But ſhce is dead,and for her death, 

The ſpunge of cither eye, 
Shall weepe rcd tcares till every veine is dric. 
Ar. Ar, Why weep you triend, your rainy drops kcepe in, 
Repentance wipes away the drops of ſinne. 
Yet tell mee frierd,hee didexcecding ill, 
A witc that lou'd and honour'd him tokill, 
Yer {ay,one like her, farre more chaſt then faire, 
Bids him be of good comfort, not diſpaire. 
Her (oule's appeaſde with her repentant teares, 
Wiſhing he may ſuruiue her many yeares, 
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Faine would I giue him mony to ſupply 
His preſent wants, bat fearing he ſhould fly, 
And getting oucr to ſome forren ſhoare. 
Thele rainy cyes ſhould ncues ſee himimore : 
My hearrtis full, I cag no longer Ray , 
But what Il am,my loue muſt needes bewray. 
Farc-well good icllow, and take this to ſpand, 
Say anclike hgr commends her to your friend, 

Ton. Ar, Nofriend of mine, I was my owne ſoules foe, - 

Tomurther my cbaſt wife that lou'd meſo. 
In life ſhe lou'd me dearer thanher life, 
VV hat busband here but would wiſh ſuch a wiſe, 
I hcare the officers with hu and cry, 
She ſau'd my life butnow, and now I die, 
And welcome death, I will nor ſtirre fromhence, 
Death I deſeru'd, Ile die for this offence, 
Enter Brabo with Officers, Splay and Hugh, 

Bra, Heere is the murtherer, and Reaſons man, 
You hauc the warrant: Sirs, lay hands on him, 
Attach the flauc and lead him bound to death. 

Huzh. No by my faith M. Brabo,you hauc the becter hart, 
at leaſt you ſhould have, I am ſure you haue more yron and 
ſteelethan I hauc, doc you lay hands ypvu him, I promiſe 
you I darc not, | 

Bra, Conltablcs forward, forward Officers, 

] will notthruſt my fiogerin the fire, 

Lay hands on him 1 ſay, ſtep you back ? 

} mcane to be the hindmoſt, leſt that any 
Should runve away, and leaue the relt in peril: 
Stand forward, arc you not aſham'd to feare? 

7 on. Ar. Nay never ſtrinc, behold I yeeld my felfe,, 
] muſt commend your re{olution, 

That being ſo many and fo weapon'd 
Date not aducnturc on a man yoarm'd, 
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Now lcad mecto That Priſon you thinke beſt : 
Yervie mee well, I ama Geatlcman. 

Hazh, Trucly M. Arthur, wee will vie you as well a 
heart can thinke: the Iuſtices fit to day, and my Mifſtris is 
chicfe,you ſhail commaund mee. 

Bra. \V hat,hath he yeelged? if he had withſtood vs, 
This Curtclax of mine, had cleft his head; 

Reliſt he durit not,when once he ſpied mee? 
Come,lead him hence ; how likeſt thou this, ſweet witch 2 
This fellowes death,will make our Miſtris rich. 

Splay. I fay, I care not who's dead or aliue, 

So by theirliues or deathes, wee two may thriuc, 

Hnzh. Come,bearc him away: 

Emer Inſtice Reaſon, Old «Arthur Old Luſam. 

1uft. Old M. Arthur, and M. Luſarm o is it that I hauc 
heard both your complaints, but ynderſtood ncither,\ 
For you know Legere & non intelligere negligere eff, 

Old Ar. I come for fauour, as a father thould, 
Pittying the fall and ruine of his ſonne, 77 

Old Luf. I come for Juſtice,as aFather ſhould, 
That hath by violent Murther loſt his Daughter. 

[nft. You come for fauour,and you come for iuſtice, 
[uſtice with tauour, is not partiall, 

And v{ivg thar, | hope to pleaſe you both. 

{d _Ar. Good M.luſtice, thinke vpon my Sonne. 
Old Luj. Gool M.luſtice,thinke vpoo my Daughter, 
7uft. Why lol doe: I thinke ypon theme both, 

But can doc veither of you 960d, 
For bethatliues, muſt dies and thee that's dead, 
Caimot be reaiucd. 

Old Ar. Luſemythou ſcck'tt to rob mce of my Sonne, 
my oncly Sonuc. | 

014 Lu. Hee rob'd meg of my Daughtcr,my oncly 
Davghrer. 

lujt, 


_ _— — " 


Low to chooſe a good Wiſe from a bad, 


uſt. And robbers are flat Fellons by the Law, 

Old Ar. Luſam,1 (ay thou art a Blood-ſucker, 
A tyrant, arecmorceleſle Canyball: 

Old as lam lleprouc it on thy bones. 

01d Ln, AmlT abloud-ſucker or Canyball? 
Aml atyrant that doe thirſt tor bloud 2 

Old Ar. I, if thouſcckſt the ruine of my ſonne, 
Thou art tycaAit anda bloud-ſucker. 

Old Ln, I, if I fecke the rnine of thy ſonne, I am indeed; 

Old Ar, Nay more, thou att a dotard: 

Andiin the right ofiny accurſcd ſonne, 

I challenge thee the field, meet meT ſay, 

To morrow morning bclidcs 1ſſington, 

And brivg thy ſword and Buckler 1! thondar'ſt 

Old Lu, Meetthee with my ſword and buckler 2 
There's my gloue. 
lic mect thee to reuenge my daughters death, 

Call'it thou mee dotard? Though theſe threeſcore yearcs, 
I ncucr handled weapon, bur a Knife 

To cut meate, yet will I meete thee there : 

Gods precious,call mce dotard? 

Old «Ar. I bauccauſc: 
luſt caule to call the dotard,hauc I not? 

Old Lu. Nay that's an other matter, haiie you cauſe ? 
Ther: God forbid that I ſhwuld take acceptions, 

To be cald Dotard of one that hath cauſc. 

Inſt, My Maiſters, you muſt l-aue this quarrelling, for 
quarrcllers arc ncuer at peace; and men of prace,whule they 
are quet, are neucr quarieIlipg : ſo you, whilſt you fall inco 
brawles, you capnot chooſe but iarie, Heere comes your 
Sonne accuſed, and your VV ife the accuſer : ſtand foorth 
both 3 H«gh,be tcadic with your Pen & Incke to take their 
examinations and confeſsions, | 

K 3 Emery 


A p'erſaut conceuted Comtlie, 
Enter tary, Splay, Brabo, young Arthur, Hugh 
and Officers, 

Yon. Ar. Ic ſhall not necd, I do confefle tlic deed, 
O7which this womau kerc accuſcth me ; 

I poyſoned my firſt wife, and for that deed, 
I yeeld me to the mercy of the law. 

Old Lu, Villaine, thou mcancſt iny onely daughtet, 
And in her death depriucdll me of all ioyes. 

7o#. Ar, I mcanc her, I do confcfſethe deed, 
Andthough my body taſtethe force of law, 

Like an offender, on my kace I beg, 
Your angry ſoule will pardon me her death. 

014 Lu. Nay, if he knecling do confcſle the deed, 
N> reaſon but I ſhoald forgiuc her death. 

Iuft. Batſothclaw muſt not be ſatisficd, 
Bloumuſt haue bloud, and mucth-c muſt hauc death, 
I thinke that cannot be diſpenc'd withall. 

Ma, Itallthe worldelſe would torgiue the deed, 
Yet would I carneltly puriuethe law. 

Top. Ar. [hada wife would not haue yſde mc fo, 
The wealth of Europe could not hire het rong, 

To be offenſiue to my paticat cares, 

But in exchanging her, I did preferre 

A diuell beforea Saint, night before day, 

Hell betore Heaucn, and drofle before tried gold, 
Neuer was bargainc with ſuch damage ſold, 

Bra. If you want witneſl2 to confirme the deed 
I heardhim ſpeake it, and that to his face, 

Betore this preſence, I wili tuſtifie, 
I will nocpart hence t1]] I ſee him ſwing 

Splay. Ihcarihimtoo, pitty but he ſhould dis, 
Andlikea murtherer be {enito hell, 

Topoylon her, and make her belly ſwell, 

e214, \V by ſtay yourhen, giuc judgment onthe ſlaue, 

| \W hoſe 
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Whoſe ſhameleſſe life deſerves a ſhamefull graue, 
Yon, Ar. Deaths bitter pangs are not ſo full of griefe, 
As this vakiadnes : euery word thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Is a ſharpe Dagger thruſt quite through my heatt, 
As little I deſeruec this atthy hands, 
As wy kinde yatient wife deſerude of me, 
I was her torment, God hath made thee mine, 
Then whercfore at iuſt plagucs ſhould I repine? 
Juſt. W here did(t thou bny this poyſon? for ſuch drugs 
Arc fellony for avy man to ell, 
Yon. CAr. I had the poyſon of Amiradab, 
But innocent wan he mas not acceſlary 
To my w ives death, 1 clcare him of the deed, 
Inſt, No watter fetch him, fecth him, bring him, 
To avſwere to this matter at the barre, 
Hugh, take theſe officers and apprehend him. 
Bra, Ile aide him, the Schoolemaiſter I ſec. 
Perhaps may hang with him for company. 
Enter Anſelme and Fuller, 
4uf. This is the day of eA7thnrs examination, 
And triall for the wurder of his wife, 
Lets heare how Iuſtice Reaſor, will proceed 
In ccnſuring his ſtrit puniſhment. 
Fel, «Anſelme content, lets thruſt in among the throng)? 
Enter CA minadab brought in with Officers 
Ami, O Domine, what mcanes thele knaucs, 
To lead me thus with billes and glaucs? 
O what example would it be, 
Tod my pupils for to ſee, 
To tread their (teps all after me: 
If tor (ome faulc I hanged be, 
Some what ſurely I ſhall matre, 
If you bring metothe barre, 
But pcacc, betake thee to thy wits, 


A peaſant conceited Comm: ie, 
For yonder Iuſtice Reaſon ſits, 
Iuft. Sir Dab,fir Dabberc's on? acculeth you 
To giue him Poyſ>n,being ill imployd : 
Speake,bow inthis caſe you can cleare your ſelte, _ 
Ami. Hei mihi,what ſhould [| ſay, the poyſon giueo, [ 
denay; hee tookeit perforce from my handes, and Domene, 
why not? I 
Gotit ofa Gentleman,hee moſt freely gaue it, 
Aske, he knew me, a meanes was onely to haucit, 
Ton. Ar. T1s truce Irooke it from this man pertorce, 
And tnatcht it trom his hanJby rude conſtraior, 
W hich proves him in this ae not culpable. 
uſt. I, but who (old the poyſon'ynto him 2 
That muſt be likewiſe kaowae, ſpeake ſchoolemaiſtec, 
Ami, A man verboſus, that was a fine generoſus, 
He was agreat Galler, his name [ take to be Fuller, 
See wherc hee (tands that vato my hands conuzyed a 
powder, | 
Andlikea koaue ſcather to her grauz, o{curely t2 
ſhrowde hec. 
Iuft, Lay hands on him : are you a poyl[21 [ciler ? 
Bring him betore vs, ſicra, what ſay you), 
Sold you a poyſon to this hone!t man? 
Ful, T{o\d no poyſon, but I gaue him one, 
To kill his Rats. 
luft, Ha, ha, I fella Rat, 
You ſold him poyſon then to kill his Rats * 
The word to kill argues a murderous ming, 
And you are brouhygrt in compaſl: of theimurder : . 
So ſ-t him by, we will not heare him ſpeake 
That Arthur, Fuller, and the Schoolemaſlter, 
Shall by the Indges be examined, 
An. Sir, if my friend may not ſpeake for himſelfe, 
Yetler me his procoodings jultifie, 


ket 
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Inſi W hats; hethat will a murther iuſtifie> + 

Lay hands on him, Jay hands an him ſay, 

For julitfiers are all acceſſcaries, 

Andacceflaries haue deferu'd ro die. 

A way w:th him, we will not heare him ſpeake, 

T hcy all ſhall cothe high Commiſſioners. = 
Enter « Miftris Arthur. 

Miſ. «Ar. Nay, ſtay them, ſtay them yeta little while 
I bring a warrant to the comtrary,, 

And] will pleaſe all partics prefently. (death, 

Tor. Ar, [thinke my wines Ghoft haunts me to my 
VV retch that f was, to ſhorten her liucs breath, 

O/d4 Ar, Whom do l ſee, my fonnes wite? 

Od Lu. VV hat my daughter? 

aſt. [tis not Miſtris Arthur that.we lce, 

Thar long ſince buried we ſuppolſ 'dto be? 

Miſ. Ar. This man is condemn's for poyſoning of his 
His poyſoncd wife yer liucs,avd I am ſhe; (wife. 
Andcthercforc iuſtly I relcaſe his bands : 

This man for ſuffering him theſe druggs to take, 
Is likewiſe bongd, releaſe him for my lake: 

This Gentleman that firſt the poyſongauc, 

And this his friendtobe relcaf'd I crave, 

Murcher there cannot be where none is kild, 
Er bloud is ſau'd, whom you ſuppol'd was fpild. 
Father in law, I giue you heere your ſonne, 

T he ates todo, which you ſuppol'd was donac. 
And father, now ioy in your daughters lite, 

W hom hcaucn hath ſtill kept ro be 4r1h»rs wile, 

Old Ar, O welcome, welcome daughter now I lee, 
God by his power hath preſerucd thee. 

Old Ly. And tis my wench, whom [ ſuppol'd was dead, 
My ioy reviucs, and my fad wo is fled, 

L. : Ton AY. . 
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Yo#. Ar. 1 know not what I am,nor where I am, 
My ſoule's tranſported to an cxtaſic, 
For hope and ioy confound my memorie. 
Ma, What do [ ſee, liues Arthurs wife againe ? 
Nay, then I labour for his death in vaine. 
Bra, What ſecret force didin nature lurke, 
That in her ſoule the payſon would not worke. 
Splay. How can it be the poylon tooke no force, 
She liues with that which would hauc kildea horſe, 
Miſ. Ar. Nay ſhunne me not, be not aſhamdeart all 
To heaucn, not me, for grace and pardon call, 
Looke on me Arthar, bluſh not at my wrongs. 
703, «Av. Still feare & hope my griefc and wo prolongs 
But tell me by what power thou didlt ſuruiuec ? 
With my owne hands [ temperd that vilde draught, 
Thar ſent hee breathles to thy Granfires grauc , 
If that were poyſon I reccinde of him. 
Ami. That ego veſcio,but this drama, 
Recciu'd I of this Gentleman, 
The colour was to kill my rats, 
But twas my ownc life to diſpatch, 
Full, Is it cuca ſo, then this ambiguous doube; 
No man can better then my ſelfe decide, (drakes 
That compound powder was of Poppic made and Man- 
Ofpurpoſeto caſt one into aſl:epe, 
To caſethe deadly painc of him, whoſe leg, (ter 
Sould be fawd off, that powder gaue I tethe Schoole mai- 
Ami. And that ſame powder, cuen that /dews, 
Youtooke from me the ſame perfiderr. 
Tone Ar. And that ſame powder, I commixt with wine 
Our Godly knot of wedlocke to vntwine, 
O14 Ar. Bat daughter, who did take thee frem thy grauc. 
Old Lu, Diicourle it daughter. 
LAnſ, Nay that labour fauc : 


Pardon 
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Pardon me M. 4rthar, I will now, 
Confefle the former frailty of my loue, 
Your modeſt wifewith words I tempted off, 
But ncither ill T could report of you, 
Nor any good [ could forge for my lelfe, 
Would winne her toattend to my requeſt, 
Nay, after death, I lou'd her, infomuch: 
That to the yault where ſhee was buried, 
My con\tant loue did lead me tothe darke, 
There ready to hauetane my laſt farewell, 
The parting kifle I gaue her, I felt warme, 
Bricfly, I beare her to my mothers hovſe, 
W here ſhe hath ſince liu'd the moſt cbaſt and true, 
That fince the worlds creationeye did view. 

Tor. Ar. My firſt wite ſtand you berc, my ſecond there, 
Ao1 inthe midftmy ſclfe: he tharwill ehuſc, 
A good wife froma bad, camelcearne of-mc 
That haue tride both in, wealth and miſery.” 
A good wife will be carcfull af her fame, 
Hcr hwusbands credite, and herowne good narnc, 
And ſuch artthou : A bad wife will reſpeR, 
Her privc, her luſt, and her good name negleR 
And iuch art thou : A goed wite will be Kill 
Induſtrious, aptto wn husbands will. 
But a bad wife, croſlc, ſpightfull, and madding 
Neuer keepe heme, but alwayes be gadding, 
And ſacharcthou: Agood wife will conccalc 
Her husbands dangers, and nothing reucale, 
That may procure him harme, and ſuch art thou. 
Bur a bad wife corrupts chaſt, Wedlocks yow, 
On this hand yertuc, and on this haad ſinne, 
This who would ſtriuc to looſe, or this to wine 
Here lines perpetuall ioy, here burning, woe: 
Now husbands chooſe on which hand you will go, 
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Secke vertuous wiucs, all husbands will be bleſt, 


Fairc wiucsarc good, but yertuous wiucs arc beſt : 


They that my fortunes will peruſe, ſhall find, 
Ne bcautic's like the beauty of the mind, 


F7}NISs. 


